





Suddenly Bear 


Life sucked. Twenty-eight and alone was not in her life plan, yet there she 
was—pathetic, sad, and falling for her sexy, gorgeous, five-years-younger 
roommate. 


But when Jayden saves her from her ex’s drunken attack, Violet can no 
longer hide her need for the man she loves. She allows herself only one hot, 
amazing, incredibly sexy night with him, but it wouldn’t be fair to hold on to the 
man. He has the world at his feet and she’s an ambitionless waitress. Yet it 
would seem that Jayden has a better idea—sharing her with his brothers. 
Intrigued enough to get to know the other Delko brothers, Declan and Brandon, 
long distance, Violet is shocked to learn of their shifter status. Yet it’s not enough 
to make her walk away. 


But it’s the secret the brothers are keeping from her that just might destroy 
everything. 
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Prologue 

The guy was a dick. 

Sharing an apartment with him while working his way 
through college was the most stupid, dumb-ass decision 
Jayden had ever made. He’d somehow believed cohabitating 
with his friend’s brother would be easy. Boy had he been 
wrong. If it didn’t mean acknowledging that his own older 
brothers were right, he would pack up his gear and get the 
hell out. 

Of course, at this moment, it almost seemed worth the 
bruised ego. 

If it wasn’t bad enough that the guy was drunkenly 
fucking some blousy, equally drunk blonde on the sofa 
Jayden had paid good money for, it seemed that Bruce “the 
asshole” Potts hadn’t noticed that his fiancée, Violet, had 
followed Jayden into the apartment. 

“Bruce,” Jayden said loudly, trying to convey in a single 
word that Bruce had an audience. 

“Fuck off, man.” Bruce pistoned harder and faster into the 
woman lying on the couch with her legs in the air, but 
stopped a moment to add, “Or grab a camera.” The woman 
moaned a sound of agreement and then giggled like a silly 
schoolgirl, despite being old enough to be Bruce’s mother. 

“Bruce,” Jayden tried again, adding more urgency to his 
tone. Hell, he wasn’t trying to protect him—although he 
would’ve done anything to protect Violet from this little 
scene—but he wanted the guy to at least stop fucking long 
enough to see the devastation on his fiancée’s face. 


The guy must’ve finally gotten part of the message 
because he pulled away from the woman and turned to look 
at Jayden. He didn’t even see Violet as he grinned and 
suggested that Jayden join them. 

Jayden tilted his head to the side, silently indicating 
Violet’s presence. Bruce leered drunkenly at her for three 
whole seconds before he recognized his fiancée. 

“Oh, shit. I...um...it’s not what it looks like.” 

Jayden snorted in disgust, but it was Violet’s reaction that 
Surprised them all. Her hand connected with Bruce’s cheek 
in a slap hard enough that the sound echoed through the 
apartment. The drunk blonde giggled from her position on 
the sofa, and shouted, “You go, girl.” Jayden had a brief 
moment to wonder if the blonde realized she was lying 
naked with her legs still open, before he saw Bruce’s 
reaction. 

An angry sneer on his face, Bruce swung his fist straight 
at Violet’s head. Jayden stepped between them, easily 
catching Bruce’s arm and twisting it behind his back. The 
guy yelped in surprise but seemed too drunk to have the 
thinking power to fight his way out of Jayden’s hold. Jayden 
released him when he dropped to his knees, but the stupid 
bastard crawled over to the lounge and buried his face 
between the blonde’s thighs. The woman made a delighted, 
giggly sound and threaded her fingers in his hair. 

Without a word, Jayden wrapped his arm around Violet’s 
waist and led her outside. By the time he got her into the 
car and secured the seat belt around her she’d begun to 
Shake in reaction. By the time they arrived at her apartment 
she was crying hard, and by the time she fell asleep in his 
arms he’d agreed to be her roommate. 


Chapter One 

Violet opened the door to the apartment and somehow 
found the energy to make it all the way to the couch. It had 
been one of those days. The type of shitty day where one 
thing went wrong, and then another, and another, and 
another until she’d finally wondered if maybe going home 
and crawling back into bed was her wisest choice. 

As soon as Jayden saw her, he moved across the sofa and 
patted the space beside him. She practically fell onto the 
soft cushions. 

“Tough day?” he asked as he lifted her legs onto his lap 
and began massaging the balls of her feet. She groaned at 
the incredible sensation and nodded tiredly. They’d been 
roommates for almost a year now, and every day she fell 
just a little bit more in love with the guy. 

But they were friends—just friends—and she valued the 
friendship too much to risk it for one of her disastrous 
relationships. She had a very bad track record in that arena, 
and she sure as hell wasn’t going to risk a solid friendship 
for fleeting sexual gratification. Of course she had to remind 
herself of that over and over as she bit back the moan that 
threatened to escape. The promise of one of Jayden’s 
amazing foot rubs was about the only thing that had gotten 
her through the day. 

If he was this good with feet, how amazing would he be at 
rubbing other parts of her body? Forbidden images of him 
doing just that slid through her brain, and she closed her 
eyes as she tried to recall her daily mantra. What was it 
again? Oh, yeah, just friends. Just. Friends. 

But then he pressed his thumb into a particularly 
sensitive spot, and the moan she’d been trying to deny 
escaped her lips, and her daily mantra dissolved into white 
noise in her brain. 


Holy cow. Talk about magic hands. She closed her eyes, 
allowing herself a few self-indulgent moments as she 
imagined what would follow his heavenly foot rub if they 
were more than platonic roommates. He’d probably lean 
over and kiss her until the room spun, his hands roaming 
over her hips and spine as he pulled her closer. She could 
just imagine his hard cock pressed against her, rubbing 
back and forth, teasing her before plunging hard and deep 
into her dripping pussy. 

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

Sex? Talk about sex? With Mr. Sex-on-a-stick? 

She almost blurted her confused questions out loud 
before she realized what he meant. Talk about her day. Not 
sex. Shit. 

“Um...no...not really. Just a shitty day.” 

Understatement. But when Jayden was rubbing her feet, 
she could barely remember details—hell, she could barely 
remember her own name—so she shook her head again. 

x KOK OX 

Jayden could smell her arousal. He bit back the groan and 
tried to tell his cock to behave. Of course the damn thing 
wasn’t listening. He’d spent the last twelve months trying to 
control his rampaging need for this woman. Knowing that 
she was as physically attracted to him as he was to her, was 
so not helping his sanity. 

Despite her heightened arousal whenever they were 
together, Violet had never once given him a sign that she 
would welcome more than platonic friendship from him. He 
Shook his head and tried not to growl. Some days his 
uniqueness was both a gift and a curse. He knew that 
getting through years of medical training while surrounded 
by humans wasn’t going to be easy, but he really hadn’t 
counted on it being this hard either. 

Hell, maybe it had just been too long since he’d shifted 
into his alter ego. When he’d shared an apartment with 
Violet’s ex-fiancé, he’d quite often slept in his shifted form, 


but he’d barely even considered it once he’d moved in with 
Violet. It was only now that he was realizing that it had been 
him subconsciously hoping for her to visit him in his bed. 

“| need a glass of wine,” she said as she tried to extricate 
her feet from his hold. She rarely drank alcohol, and 
considering his previous roommate’s obsession with liquor, 
neither did Jayden. 

“Wine sounds good,” he heard himself say. He lifted her 
feet up, slid out from under her legs, and headed into the 
kitchen. He grabbed the bottle of white wine that had been 
sitting in the back of the refrigerator for months, uncorked 
it, and carried two glasses back into the living area. 

“Thanks,” she said as she took the glass and moved her 
legs so that he could sit beside her. She looked quite sad, 
and he wasn’t really certain why. He knew the anniversary 
of her engagement ending was coming around, but she’d 
spoken so little about her ex that he’d sort of assumed the 
man was history. 

He opened his mouth to ask if she was all right, but she 
held the glass out and made a toast. “Happy birthday.” 

Confused at first, Jayden was about to tell her that it 
wasn’t his birthday when his brain finally caught up. Shit. He 
hadn’t even given a thought to when her birthday might be. 
He put his glass on the coffee table and leaned over to press 
a soft kiss to her lips. He tried to keep it platonic but his 
mind and body screamed at him to deepen the contact. He 
pulled away almost roughly and growled the words, “Happy 
birthday.” 

When she burst into tears, Jayden felt like the world’s 
biggest asshole. He gave up trying to control himself and 
hauled her into his arms instead. He cradled her close to his 
heart as she sobbed quietly. 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered a few moments later as she 
tried to lever herself out of Jayden’s embrace. He allowed 
her to sit up, but didn’t let her go far. Now that he finally 
had her in his arms he didn’t ever want to let her go. He ran 


his hand through her hair, the way he’d dreamed of doing a 
million times. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, but she 
was already pulling away, and he mourned the loss even as 
he acknowledged he had no right to crave what wasn’t his. 
Violet had always drawn a very firm line for their friendship, 
and he’d always respected her wishes, no matter how much 
he’d wanted more from her. 

“God, I’m so embarrassed,” she said as she shuffled over 
to the other side of the sofa, wiped her eyes, and tried not 
to look at him. 

“Don’t be,” he said, trying to sound casual. “After all, what 
are friends for if you can’t unload a few problems now and 
then?” 

“Yup,” she said with a half-hiccup, half-laugh type of 
sound. “Friends.” 

“That didn’t sound very convincing,” he said, trying to 
hide the hurt he suddenly felt. “I mean, we’re roommates, 
but you know you can tell me anything...if you want. I... 
consider you a friend, so you know anytime, anything... 
anything you want to tell me I'll...” 

She snorted, and pain ran through him once more. He 
knew there was an age gap, one that she probably 
considered insurmountable, but he’d at least believed they 
were friends. She must’ve finally realized how her words 
were affecting him because her gaze flew to his, and she 
started to apologize. 

“Oh, hell, that came out all wrong,” she said in a watery 
voice. “We are friends. | consider you one of my closest 
friends—hell, probably the closest friend | have. I’m just...” 

When she hesitated and dropped her gaze, he leaned 
over and lifted her face with a soft touch on her chin. 
“You're just what?” 

She closed her eyes, and tears leaked down her cheeks 
once more. 

“I’m just confused. Lord knows | shouldn’t be thinking of 
you that way, but shit, | just can’t seem to control whatever 


hormones seem to be controlling me.” Jayden sat back 
feeling a little stunned by her out-of-character behavior. 
She’d never voiced her attraction to him, had always 
seemed intent on denying it, yet by her words it seemed 
that maybe her attraction wasn’t just a physical thing. He 
opened his mouth to ask any one of the million questions 
running through his head, but before he could say anything 
she levered herself to her feet and began pacing in front of 
the television. 

Back and forth, back and forth. He probably should have 
tried to stop her agitated movements, but words started 
flowing from her mouth, and once she started speaking, he 
didn’t want to stop her. Whatever was on her mind, at least 
if she had a chance to say it out loud, it might help her to 
deal with whatever issue this birthday had brought into 
focus. 

“Shit. Shit! Why do you have to be such a good guy? Why 
can’t you be an asshole?” 

He shrugged. She wanted him to not be nice? Okay, he 
was only twenty-four and didn’t claim to understand 
women, but he was fairly certain his mother raised him to 
always treat a girl with respect. Why would Violet expect 
otherwise? 

“Fuck. You don’t get it. You just don’t get it. I’m nearly five 
years older than you. I’m a fucking waitress. | have no 
future. l'Il probably always be a waitress. | don’t even have 
enough ambition to want to be anything else.” She ran her 
hands through her hair, her irritation with the auburn curls 
even more obvious today than when she was cursing her 
uncontrollable hair in the mornings. “And you,” she said, 
turning an almost accusatory stare in his direction. “You! You 
are going to be a doctor. You’ve got your future all mapped 
out for you. We have nothing in common.” 

Still confused, he stood and gathered her in his embrace 
once more. 


“Don’t,” she said, even as she let him pull her closer. “We 
have nothing in common, and | have no right to want 
anything from you.” 

“Tell me what you want,” Jayden said in a voice that he 
hoped was as confident and deep as his older brothers’. 

“I want you,” she said in a voice that seemed filled with 
self-loathing. 

“You already have me, babe.” 

x KOK XK 

Violet shook her head violently. “That’s not what | meant.” 
This was exactly the conversation she had been trying to 
avoid. 

“I know what you meant.” He said it so confidently that 
she didn’t even try to resist the gentle hand that turned her 
face up to his. Jayden gazed into her eyes for a moment, 
perhaps waiting for her to deny what she felt. But she was 
SO mesmerized by the deep brown of his eyes and the 
understanding that passed between them that she didn’t 
utter a sound. 

And when he leaned over and pressed his lips to hers, 
instead of doing what her conscience screamed at her to do, 
She sighed into his mouth and kissed him back. She 
whimpered as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sweeping 
into her mouth, tangling with hers, exploring her intimately. 

Jayden held her closer, engulfing her in warmth, and she 
gave in to her need to be held even as she swore at herself 
to let him go. 

Finally he lifted his mouth away from hers and looked at 
her. Just looked at her like he was waiting for a sign or 
permission of some sort. Geez, she couldn’t do this. Nothing 
had changed. She was still an ambitionless waitress, and his 
future was bright and shiny. She had no right to be thinking 
the things she’d been thinking. 

“Wow,” she said a little breathlessly as she pushed out of 
his arms. “That was one hell of a birthday kiss.” He looked 
Surprised and maybe even a little hurt. She reached up and 


touched his face, whispered “thank you,” and then fled the 
room. 


Chapter Two 

Violet let herself into the apartment and stared at the 
empty sofa. It had been three weeks since her birthday. 
Three long, boring, tedious weeks since that incredible kiss, 
and no matter how many times she tried to convince herself 
it had been wrong, her body heated at the memory. 

Maybe she should move out. 

She toed off her shoes and sighed quietly. She had no 
idea what Jayden’s personal financial situation was. If she 
moved out, would he be able to afford the rent on his own? 
For that matter, would she? This apartment wasn’t exactly 
luxurious, but it was in a quiet neighborhood, the rent was 
reasonable, and it was close to work. Considering that she 
didn’t have a car and often worked the late shift, being close 
to work was very important. 

She rubbed the seemingly ever-present headache at the 
base of her skull and tried not to give in to her emotions. 
She needed to think rationally, she needed to be 
responsible, and she needed to do the right thing by Jayden. 

Still undecided, she downed a couple of painkillers in the 
hope of getting some relief from the headache, and then 
wandered listlessly through the apartment. Jayden had 
obviously spent some time this morning doing his weekly 
chores. He’d taken it upon himself to clean the apartment 
top to bottom every Wednesday, and he did it without fail. 
Considering that her last roommate believed cleaning 
unnecessary, or at least somebody else’s responsibility, 
Jayden was also the perfect roommate. 

Violet flopped onto the sofa just as there was a knock on 
the front door. It was probably their next-door neighbor 
begging for another cup of sugar, or flour, or whatever lame 
excuse she’d come up with this time. The girl was only 
nineteen, and it was obvious to everyone, except maybe the 
man himself, that she really wanted Jayden to notice her. 


Violet flung open the door expecting to see Goth-style 
clothing, black hair, and more piercings than Violet ever 
wanted to think about. But instead she found herself face- 
to-face with her ex. 

“What do you want?” She would’ve slammed the door in 
his face except that he’d already stepped into the 
apartment. 

“We need to talk.” 

She shook her head. “I don’t think that’s necessary. You 
made your feelings for me very clear a year ago.” 

“But I’ve changed.” He said it with such sincerity that for 
a moment she wondered if she should hear him out, but 
then visions of him buried between another woman’s legs 
flipped through her brain, and she found her resolve. 
Nobody was perfect, but she knew that she deserved to be 
treated better than the way this man had treated her. 

“That’s good to know,” she said carefully, trying to be 
diplomatic. “I’ve changed, too.” It was stretching the truth in 
many ways, but she wasn’t about to admit her failings to 
this man. 

“That’s perfect, because | want you back.” He grinned, 
and she had the weirdest impression that he expected her 
to fall gratefully into his arms. 

“I can’t,” she said with a shake of her head. “I don’t want 
to go back.” 

The anger on Bruce’s face wasn’t entirely unexpected. He 
always had a short fuse, but then the memory of Jayden 
stepping in to stop this man, who professed to love her, 
from punching her in the head suddenly came in to sharp 
focus. Shit, she could be in serious trouble here. 

“It’s him isn’t it?” Bruce didn’t give her a chance to 
answer. He stood over her, his fists clenched, his face red 
and twisted in anger. “You fucking whore,” he screamed in 
her face. 

Her instinct should have been to cower away, but if she’d 
learned anything about herself in the past year, it was that 


she would make her own choices. No man—not this one or 
any other—was going to take away her options. 

“No, it’s not Jayden,” she said, feeling that she should at 
least try not to involve an innocent man in her problems. 
“But | don’t want you. | don’t want anybody. Please just 
leave me alone.” 

For a moment Bruce looked completely stunned by her 
show of backbone. Even on the night they’d broken up she 
hadn’t stood up to him. Not really. She’d surprised herself by 
Slapping Bruce’s face, and it had taken months to realize 
why she’d been brave enough, or maybe stupid enough, to 
do it. Jayden had been there, and even though she hadn’t 
known him well at the time, she’d sensed that he would 
protect her—even if it was from her own stupidity. 

But now, she was alone in her apartment with a man who 
could quite easily hurt her if he wanted. It was also possible 
that he would feel his actions justified simply because she’d 
been the first to resort to violence. She sniffed the air, 
grateful to realize she couldn’t smell alcohol. Hopefully, at 
least by being sober he wouldn’t resort to using his physical 
strength against her. 

“Vee-vee,” he said softly, using the nickname that she’d 
always hated. “None of it would have happened if you 
hadn’t been so frigid in bed.” 

“What?” The word came out small and nearly breathless, 
and she cursed her insecurity even as she gave in to it. 

“But | love you anyway, and I'm willing to give you 
another chance.” 

“But...” 

“No buts, Vee-vee, pack your stuff. You’re moving in with 
me.” 

Finally she found that backbone she’d been missing a 
moment ago. “No,” she said very firmly. “I’m not going 
anywhere.” 

“The fuck you aren’t,” Bruce said as he grabbed her 
ponytail and yanked hard. “You’re mine, bitch, and you'll be 


mine until | say otherwise.” 

“No,” she said, instinctively scrabbling to grab his hand 
out of her hair. He laughed, twisted her hair tighter, cuffed 
her hard enough across the side of her head to make her 
ears ring, and then forced her to her knees. Her vision 
wavered and she almost fell on her face, only just managing 
to get her hands beneath her as he pushed her down to the 
floor. Panic streaked through her as she realized his 
intention. 

But a moment later, with a final harsh tug on her hair, he 
was gone. She couldn’t quite comprehend how he managed 
to fly through the air and land in a crumpled heap just 
outside her front door, but she was very grateful for it. 

Shaking in reaction, she barely registered the words she 
could hear, but then Jayden was there lifting her into his 
arms. 

“Shhh, babe. I’ve got you.” 

x OK OK XK 

Jayden couldn’t believe what he’d found as he’d opened 
the door. He’d picked up Bruce’s scent as he’d come into 
the building, and he and his brothers had run full soeed up 
three flights of stairs. Jayden wasn’t even supposed to be 
home yet, but he thanked every deity Known to man that his 
brothers had dropped by the coffee shop unexpectedly, and 
the boss had given Jayden the night off. Otherwise, he’d still 
be at work, and Violet would be at the mercy of a brutal, 
dangerous asshole. 

She shook so violently in his arms that he considered 
taking her to the hospital. Jayden had smelt Bruce’s arousal 
the moment he’d walked in the door and known exactly 
what the man had been about to do. Adrenaline had spiked 
through Jayden’s body, and he’d been hard pressed not to 
shift into his furry alter ego. But he hadn’t suppressed his 
strength. He’d picked the larger man up and literally thrown 
him out the door. The guy had hit the floor with a satisfying 


thud and groan, and then Jayden’s brother, Brandon, had 
closed the door and locked it. 

“I’m s-ssshhorry.” 

“Shhh, Violet. Everything’s going to be all right.” 

“I’m sh-ssshhhtill sh-ssshhorry.” 

A sob tore from her throat, and he could sense her 
embarrassment. “It’s okay, babe. He’s gone now. Everything 
will be fine.” 

He glanced at his brothers. He’d been so happy to see 
them earlier that he hadn’t even gotten around to asking 
why they’d come so far without telling him, but he was very 
glad he wasn’t handling this alone. He carried Violet into his 
room, placed her in the middle of the bed, and then climbed 
onto the mattress beside her. She seemed drowsy in a 
drunken way, and he was again considering taking her to 
the hospital a moment before she passed out and stopped 
breathing. 

Frantically, he called his brothers into the room. 

x OK OK XK 

Declan felt the woman lose consciousness. His beast 
growled a distressed sound in his head as he and Brandon 
ran into the room. All three of them gathered around her, 
using their healing magic to assess the woman’s condition. 
They had no idea what had happened before they’d arrived, 
but considering that there was no external sign of trauma, 
they were probably dealing with internal injuries. 

Jayden had his hands on her head when he quietly 
informed them of what he’d found. The tone of his voice 
suggested that he was using his training as a doctor to stay 
calm, but Declan could feel his terror. This woman meant 
the world to Jayden, and losing her would devastate him. 
But with human medicine, even if she survived the wait for 
an ambulance, the trip to the hospital, and the surgery to 
repair the damage a hard blow had caused, it was still very 
likely the brain tumor Jayden had just found would kill her 
eventually. 


Declan glanced at Brandon, who nodded in agreement. As 
bear-shifters they had the ability to heal her completely, but 
using that much magic would mean making her one of 
them. They had no idea what this woman would decide if 
given the choice, but they had no way to ask her now. 

“Please,” Jayden said to both of his older brothers. He 
managed to keep his hands steady and his eyes dry, but it 
was obvious to the brothers who knew him better than he 
knew himself that he needed this woman in his life. 

“Okay,” Declan said with a nod. 

x OK OK XK 

Jayden held her close as the mixture of his and his 
brothers’ magic healed her injuries and her disease and 
returned her back to health. She woke slowly, obviously 
embarrassed to find herself lying on a bed surrounded by 
three men, two of them strangers. She tried to sit up, but 
Jayden held her in his arms a moment longer, unwilling to 
let her go. She looked slightly confused, but then memories 
of what had happened with Bruce must have filled her mind, 
and her hand immediately touched the part of her skull that 
had most likely taken the brunt of Bruce’s furious blow. 

“It’s okay,” Jayden said, pulling her hand away from the 
now uninjured area. 

“Did | pass out?” she asked tiredly, unable to hold his 
gaze as she blushed, and embarrassment overtook her once 
more. 

He held her in his lap, wrapping himself around her so 
that she was cocooned in his warmth. He felt her begin to 
Shake violently as she obviously remembered the details of 
everything that had happened. Jayden rocked her gently as 
his brothers tucked a soft blanket around her, and stayed 
close as Violet went into shock. He lost track of time as he 
held her in his arms, but slowly the shaking subsided and 
eventually she lay tiredly in his embrace. 

“I’m sorry,” she said in a husky voice. 


He leaned down and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. 
“Don’t be. You did nothing wrong. Sleep, babe. You're safe 
now.” 

x OK OK OX 

Brandon watched his brother hold the woman and 
couldn't believe the jealousy running through him. Violet 
was a complete stranger to him. They hadn’t met before 
tonight, and considering the fact that she probably didn’t 
even know that Jayden’s brothers were even here, tonight 
didn’t count. 

But his bear knew who she was—his mate. 

Trying to control his need to tear the woman from his 
brother’s arms, Brandon glanced around the room and 
wondered what the hell to do now. Grinding his teeth, he 
tilted his head, indicating for Declan to follow, and then left 
the room quietly. 

“We have a problem,” Declan whispered as they stepped 
into the kitchen. Stunned to hear the words he’d been about 
to say come from his brother’s mouth, Brandon just tilted 
his head and waited for Declan to elaborate. “I think she’s 
my mate.” 

“Mine, too,” Brandon said as he ran a hand down his face. 
“And if what my gut tells me is right, she’s Jayden’s mate, as 
well.” 

“Three mates? What the hell?” 

Despite the pain tearing his gut in half, Brandon had to 
smile. Until a few months ago, he would have reacted in 
exactly the same manner, but with Louise and her friend, 
Andrea, both having three mates each, he was starting to 
see a pattern. Fuck. Maybe there really was something in 
the water back home. 

“Look, | think we should head home.” Declan looked 
angry enough to beat him to a pulp, so Brandon hurried to 
explain his reasoning. “It’s obvious that Jayden loves her. 
We both think she’s our mate, but what if we’re wrong? 
What if we get home and realize it was just a reaction to 


healing her, that she isn’t actually our mate, and we're just 
feeling an echo of Jayden’s feelings for her?” 

Declan nodded his head slowly, obviously trying to 
reconcile his emotions with his logic. Neither of them 
wanted to hurt their youngest brother, so they needed to 
step back, take some time, and at least make certain of 
their own emotions before disrupting all their lives. 

“Fine,” Declan said tiredly. “We'll head home and get 
some perspective, but if we’re right...” He didn’t need to 
finish the rest of his thoughts out loud. It was pretty obvious 
to Brandon that Declan had every intention of coming back 
and claiming his mate if it turned out to be true. 

Unfortunately, so did Brandon. 

x OK OK OX 

When Violet woke, it was full dark outside. Disoriented to 
find herself in Jayden’s bed, she glanced around the room as 
she tried to remember how she’d gotten here. The digital 
clock showed it was nearly two in the morning. 

She was lying on her side with Jayden spooned behind, his 
heavy arm wrapped around her middle, holding her close. 
She couldn’t suppress a happy sigh as he pulled her even 
closer. He was so warm, warmer than any person she’d ever 
met, and she took a moment to call herself all sorts of 
unflattering names for giving in to her need to be held by 
him. 

But then memories of what had happened before Jayden 
arrived home assaulted her brain, and her vision blurred. 
God, if Jayden hadn’t gotten home early Bruce would have... 
She left the thought unfinished, wiping angrily at the tears 
that fell down her cheeks. It didn’t happen. Jayden had 
saved her. She was Safe in his arms. 

Violet gulped air, trying to get her emotions under 
control. So many of her fantasies revolved around Jayden, 
but being held while she cried over Bruce—again—was not 
one of them. 


She wriggled in his hold and managed to sort of roll over, 
but he didn’t let her go. She pressed her lips to his, 
intending to kiss him lightly before denying her need for him 
and crawling out of his embrace. But, just like the time 
they’d kissed on her birthday, Jayden deepened the kiss, 
winding his tongue into her mouth and lazily exploring. She 
gasped, but kissed him back, desperately needing the 
reassurance the passionate contact gave her. 

Bruce had stolen that confidence in herself as a woman 
with only a few damning words. And her actions of the last 
twelve months made her wonder at how accurate he might 
be. She hadn’t had sex since before breaking their 
engagement. Hell, she hadn’t even felt the need to 
masturbate. Even if fantasies of Jayden had left her aching 
and unfulfilled, she hadn’t really considered doing anything 
about it. Maybe she really was frigid. 

After many moments of introspection, she finally realized 
the unfairness of leaning on Jayden like this, and she tried to 
pull away. She used every decision she’d ever made 
regarding this man to remind herself of why sleeping with 
him would be a very bad idea. He was a good friend. He was 
younger. He had a future. He was a nice guy. He deserved 
better. 

“I’m going to make love to you now,” he said quietly, 
derailing all of her good intentions. She nearly melted into 
his hold. She knew he wasn’t asking. Somehow she 
understood that he had every intention of doing exactly 
what he said, but she also knew that if she protested, he’d 
simply hold her and continue to offer comfort. 

But she wanted this. It was selfish, and Violet knew he 
deserved so much more than a sad, lonely waitress nearly 
five years older than him, but there was no way she would 
say no to Jayden. 

He rolled her onto her back and unzipped the front of her 
waitress uniform, the sound barely registering in her mind 
as she tried to slow her breathing. God, the look, the way he 


made her feel, the raw, primal pull she felt toward this man 
was exactly the way she’d dreamt it would be. 

He helped her to a sitting position and lifted the dress 
over her head as she wriggled to get herself out of it. She 
glanced at her plain cotton underwear and wanted to crawl 
under the blankets from embarrassment, but his warm hand 
against her breast stilled the urge to hide. 

“I like this,” he said as he played with her stiff nipple 
through the soft cotton. 

She made a noise somewhere between a groan and a 
guffaw, but she couldn’t quite force words to her lips. He 
must’ve understood her disbelief because he leaned forward 
and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. “I like this, but it needs to 
come off.” He deepened the kiss, sucking her bottom lip into 
his mouth and running his tongue over the soft flesh. “I love 
these, too,” he said as his hand smoothed down her 
stomach to play with the plain cotton of her panties, “but 
they also need to come off.” 

She nodded. He smiled, pressed another devastating kiss 
to her mouth, and somehow dragged her panties down her 
legs at the same time. She bent her knees upward, helping 
him to untangle the plain cotton. He lifted her slightly, 
unclipped her bra, and pulled it away. 

Completely naked, shaking with need, and feeling like 
she'd explode if he didn’t touch her right now, Violet lifted 
up and pressed a hard kiss against his mouth. She ran her 
hand through his short, brown hair, dragging him closer. 
Fully clothed, he covered her body with his own, caging her 
in his embrace, trapping her in his hold. But instead of the 
fear she probably should have suffered, she merely felt 
Surrounded and protected and owned. 

“Jay...” 

“Don’t, babe. Don’t deny us what we both need.” 

She hadn’t really been certain what she’d intended to 
say, but his admission that he needed her had liquid heat 
coursing through her veins. 


“He said | was frigid.” 

“He’s a fucking idiot,” Jayden said as he shifted so he 
could run his fingers through the lips of her pussy. He lifted 
his hand to her mouth and touched a wet finger to her lips. 
“Does this seem like the reaction of a frigid woman?” 

Her tongue darted out, licking her lips and tasting her 
own essence as she watched him suck her juice from his 
fingers. He smiled wickedly as she writhed under him, 
suddenly desperate to belong to this man. 

He rolled onto his side, turning her as well so that she was 
once again spooned, with her back against his chest. He 
used his jean-clad thighs to trap her legs, the knee between 
hers holding her open to his marauding fingers. She gasped 
as he found her clit, toying with and teasing the rapidly 
swelling nub. 

His other arm wrapped around her, held her tight against 
him as his hand plucked at her already stiff nipple. The 
feeling of helplessness, of being trapped, was doing strange 
things to her mind. Somehow she trusted this man like no 
other. He was her best friend, and in his arms, even when 
she was unable to move, she trusted him wholeheartedly. 

He pushed a finger into her pussy, then two, gently 
fucking her with them as he ground the heel of his hand 
against her clit. She writhed, every thought in her head 
focused on only this man and how he played her body. Raw 
passion surrounded her, burned through her, washed over 
her. 

“Come for me,” he said quietly. 

She felt her orgasm burst and cried out at the incredible 
sensation. Every inch of her tingled, electricity arcing 
through her entire body as heat drenched her. Gasping for 
air, Violet could almost swear her bones had melted. She 
twitched slightly, the aftershocks jolting her harder against 
Jayden’s big body. 

“Shit.” Perhaps not the most elegant of words, but she’d 
never felt anything like that before in her life. 


“See,” Jayden said smugly. “He was the fool who didn’t 
know what he had. You are a very passionate woman.” He 
kissed her again, and she could almost feel herself glow at 
his praise. 

He still held her trapped, but she wanted to touch him, to 
give him pleasure, to offer everything she could give. She 
tried to roll over, but he easily held her in place. 

“Get some sleep.” 

“But...” No other words came to her mind. Didn’t he want 
her? Was he just proving to her that Bruce had been wrong? 
“But...what about you?” 

“I’m fine,” he said quietly. “Get some rest.” 


Chapter Three 

Jayden ground his teeth and tried not to press his rock- 
hard cock against her ass. What the hell was he thinking? 
He’d wanted this woman in his bed for months, had even 
known she was attracted to him, but she’d never given him 
any signal for him to believe his advances would be 
welcomed. In fact, she’d given him the exact opposite on 
the night of her birthday. 

But the moment they’d healed her and the changes had 
begun, he’d discovered something amazing. Realizing that 
she was his mate had sent his heart soaring. So what did he 
do? He practically mauled her moments after her ex 
attacked her. Talk about selfish behavior. He really wished 
one of his brothers was still here to kick his ass. He could 
use a good hard wallop upside the head about now. 

“Don’t you want me?” 

Fuck. That was the last thing he wanted her to think. 
“Babe, believe me when | say | want you.” He pressed his 
cock against her ass for a moment but quickly pulled away 
when he felt his body quicken with frantic need once more. 

She moaned and pressed back against him, following his 
retreat. He wrapped a hand around her hip to hold her still. 
“Yes, | want you, but...but | want you too much. | doubt | 
could be gentle.” 

“I don’t want you to be gentle. | want you to fuck me.” 

Jayden swallowed. Her raw words and passionate plea 
had him hard enough to cut diamonds, and he could barely 
think past his need to be inside this woman. 

“Jayden. Please.” 

He rolled off the bed, dragging at his clothes, frantic to be 
free of the barrier that held him away from her. She rolled 
onto her back and held her arms open for him. He went 
willingly, his instinct to possess overriding all else. 


He pressed his cock against her wet slit and groaned as 
he felt her muscles contract. Desperately holding on to his 
last shred of sanity, Jayden pressed into her pussy slowly, 
giving her time to accommodate his size before pushing a 
little deeper. 

x OK OK OX 

Violet panted, the stretching, burning feeling nearly 
overwhelming. Holy shit, he’d felt big pressed against her 
bottom, but the reality was so much more. Every inch that 
sank into her made her gasp. 

Slowly her body adjusted to his size, and finally pleasure 
swelled through her at the way they fit together. She could 
see the strain on his face as he tried to control himself. “I’m 
okay,” she whispered as he slid out slowly and then pushed 
back in. 

He did it again, a little faster, a little harder, a little 
deeper. She lifted her hips to meet him, anxious to show 
him that he wasn’t hurting her. He smiled then, that perfect 
show of white teeth that complemented his handsome face 
SO well. 

He sped up. His movements more forceful, more wild, 
more satisfying. She groaned as her body began to shake, 
orgasm creeping up on her once more. He grabbed her hips, 
dragged her closer, thrust in harder. 

But then he stopped all movement, held himself rigid, still 
buried in her body. 

His eyes were closed, his face twisted in near pain, his 
breathing hard, labored, as if he was trying to hold himself 
in check. He pulled away, but she barely had a moment to 
protest before he flipped her onto her hands and knees and 
thrust into her from behind. His hands gripped her hips 
tight, his movement wild as he fucked her hard and fast. 

He wrapped a hand under her, grabbed her slippery clit, 
growled at her to come. Actually growled the word. Her 
body exploded into movement, every muscle shaking, her 
arms collapsing, pushing her ass in the air as he pounded 


into her quivering flesh over and over and over. He grunted 
as he came, his cock seeming to grow in size as he pumped 
his seed into her body. 

He collapsed to the side, dragging her with him, his cock 
still lodged deep in her body. She moved her hand, tired but 
needing to touch him, needing the tactile reassurance. She 
ran her hand over the forearm wrapped around her middle, 
surprised by how hairy the limb felt. She glanced down, 
confused by the dark hair that completely covered the limb. 

But then Jayden thrust into her once more, his hand in her 
hair pulling her gaze away from her stomach. He held her 
immobile, fucking her deeper and faster, his cock still hard, 
her orgasm building once more. 

Harder, deeper, faster, he fucked her like she’d only ever 
imagined. She screamed as her orgasm broke, every muscle 
Shaking, every nerve quivering, every inch of her swimming 
in liquid heat as he again pumped his cum deep into her 
body. 

She couldn’t find words, couldn’t tell him how incredible 
She felt. She could only lie in his arms and try to breathe 
through the most amazing feelings of her life. She felt 
exhausted, but energized, completely spent, but somehow 
renewed. 

Violet caressed his arm again, smiling when she felt warm 
Skin and sparse hairs. She glanced down, confirming what 
her brain knew. Geez, she had one hell of an imagination. 
She smiled to herself. Considering that she’d never, ever 
experienced something quite so amazing, she supposed she 
was allowed to have a few wild imaginings. 

x OK OK XK 

Jayden held his mate in his arms. He hadn’t meant to 
make love to her—he’d sensed both of his brothers’ 
reactions to this woman—but memories of what had 
happened and what might’ve happened if he hadn’t come 
home early tonight had swelled through his brain, and he’d 
reacted on instinct. He loved this woman. He’d loved her for 


months, maybe even before she’d broken her engagement 
to Bruce, but somehow he wasn’t sure that was going to 
make up for any of it when she learned what they’d done by 
healing her. He should have explained it all to her before 
he’d fucked her like a wild man. 

Violet would probably feel betrayed when he told her. 

Fuck. 

He needed to talk to his brothers. 

x OK OK XK 

Declan rushed into the office just as the phone stopped 
ringing. 

“Damn.” That pretty much summed up the type of day he 
was having. Everything that should have been routine and 
simple was proving unusual and complicated—even 
answering the stupid telephone. 

He was halfway out the door when it started to ring again. 
He dashed back into his office, snatched the receiver, and 
practically growled the greeting he was supposed to Say. 

“Declan? Is everything okay?” Jayden asked in a 
concerned voice. Declan stifled a sigh and made a 
concerted effort to sound relaxed. After everything that had 
happened in the past few days, the last thing Jayden needed 
was to worry that something was wrong back home. He and 
Brandon were both very proud of their youngest brother 
wanting to study human medicine and didn’t want him to 
feel they were being overworked without the extra help 
here. It was true, they were way too busy, but Jayden just 
didn’t need to know it. 

“Sorry, Jay, | kicked my toe as I ran to answer the phone.” 
It wasn’t exactly a lie. He had jammed his toe. It just wasn’t 
the reason for his bad mood. “What can | do for you?” 

“Uh...remember Violet?” 

Of course he did. Declan hadn’t been able to get her 
image or her sweet scent out of his mind. The certainty that 
she was his mate had been growing exponentially every 
moment that he spent away from her. It didn’t hurt that the 


woman was hot with a capital “H.” Even as they’d healed 
her, he hadn’t been able to miss that she was deliciously 
sexy and curved in all the right places. He ground his teeth 
together, hoping that his brother wasn’t calling to brag 
about getting some loving. 

“Well, | don’t think we should tell her what happened.” 

Declan shook his head. Surely he’d misheard. Not telling 
the woman of her newly acquired furry alter ego would 
surely lead to disaster. She needed help and support and 
patient explanation. It was probably still months before 
she'd be able to shift fully, but all she had to do was step on 
some scales or notice her growing strength and things could 
get quickly out of hand. Surely, Jayden wasn’t considering 
doing something as foolish as keeping the information from 
her. 

“Say that again,” Declan said, managing to hold on to his 
temper by a single thread. 

“I’m sorry, Dec. | just don’t think she needs to know, yet. 
She avoids scales like the plague. She’s unlikely to notice 
the gradual weight gain, and it won’t change her overall 
Shape anyway. She'll—” 

Declan cut off his younger brother as his vision blurred 
and his fist somehow lodged itself in the wall beside him. 
“You fucking arrogant little asshole! We have to tell her!” 

“l'm sor—” 

Declan hung up. Although, slammed the phone down 
would probably be a more accurate description. He 
managed to extricate his fist from the wooden paneling of 
his office wall, but he scowled at the hole, mentally laying 
blame for that on his youngest brother as well. 

He tried to take deep, calming breaths. A part of him 
could understand Jayden’s reluctance to explain to Violet 
what had happened to her, but the fact that his own 
attraction for the woman had only grown in the twenty-four 
hours they’d been home was making him just a little crazy. 
They were already damn busy here and with the new ski 


season about to start, were only going to get busier. Neither 
he nor Brandon could afford time away, but he really didn’t 
want to explain to his youngest brother over the phone that 
the woman he had fallen in love with was also the mate of 
both his brothers. 

“Brandon?” he asked as he stepped into the shed where 
his brother was working. 

“Over here,” Brandon called absently as he bent over the 
engine of the snowmobile and fiddled with a part that 
Declan didn’t recognize. Mechanics had never been his 
thing. He was more than happy to spend his time dealing 
with customer complaints rather than trying to figure out 
how machines worked. 

“I just spoke to Jayden. Well,” he said with a self- 
deprecating laugh, “technically, | just hung up on Jayden. | 
think one of us needs to go back and help him explain 
everything to Violet.” 

“Why can’t Jayden just do it?” Brandon asked as he tried 
to undo what seemed to be a particularly stubborn nut. “I 
need to get this fixed and the others serviced before Friday.” 

“I know,” Declan said as his mind once again filled with 
details. The peak ski season was about to start, and with a 
snowstorm forecast for the weekend they needed to make 
sure everything was in proper working order. A major 
blizzard could cut them off from civilization for days, even 
weeks. It was both the blessing and the curse of living in the 
middle of ski country. Of course they had their furry alter 
egos in an emergency, but with so many people staying at 
the lodge it was something they tried to avoid. 

Declan practically shook himself as he tried to get back to 
the matter at hand. Brandon was watching him with a scowl, 
so he figured it was probably a good idea to get to the point. 

“Jayden doesn’t want to tell her.” 

“What?” Brandon asked with no small amount of disbelief. 
“How the fuck does he expect to explain her furry form the 
first time she shifts?” 


Declan shook his head as Brandon dropped his spanner 
and headed over to the sink to clean up. “I probably should 
have talked some more rather than hanging up, but | was 
angry enough to put my fist through the wall.” 

Brandon turned sharply to stare at him. Declan merely 
shrugged in return. He’d always been the calm, controlled 
decision maker, and it took a lot for him to become angry. 
He couldn’t even remember the last time he’d lost his 
temper. 

“Is Jayden okay?” 

That was just like Brandon. He was right in the middle, 
one older brother, one younger, and he seemed to spend a 
lot of time looking out for them both. 

“| don’t know,” Declan answered honestly. “I didn’t get 
around to asking.” 

“Okay, we need to call him and let him know that she’s 
our mate. | know it’s not something you wanted to explain 
over the phone, but | think the three of us need to come to 
some sort of agreement. If we’re all her mates, then we 
need to figure things out between us before we speak to 
Violet.” 

“I agree,” Declan said, running an agitated hand through 
his close-cropped hair. “It’ll be months before she’s fully 
capable of shifting. | suppose the explanation on what 
happened can wait until we’re sure that we really are her 
mates.” He took a deep breath, trying to still his agitation. 
“We'll call Jayden back and explain, but | really think we 
need to visit again just to be certain.” There was still a small 
chance that he and Brandon had been mistaken and the 
woman wasn’t really their mate. 

Again Brandon gave him that curious look. Then he 
glanced around the shed, probably mentally cataloging the 
work that still needed to be done, before asking, “Do you 


want to go first, or should |?” 
x KOK XK 


By the end of her shift at the diner, Violet almost had 
herself convinced that last night was a really big mistake. 
She even had a little speech prepared on how they'd be 
able to pretend it never happened. 

But the moment she walked in the door she wanted to 
step into his arms and do it all again. Jayden looked tired, 
but he held his arms open, and she couldn’t resist. 

“Babe, you are a sight for tired eyes.” 

She hugged him close. “I thought you didn’t have any 
classes today? Don’t you usually use Tuesdays to catch up 
on your sleep?” 

He nodded against her head. “Have you eaten?” 

“I ate at the diner.” 

“Good, let’s go get some rest.” From anyone else she 
would have considered that a sleazy line to get her into bed, 
but from Jayden she knew it was exactly what he meant. 
She'd slept quite well last night, but considering how Jayden 
held her, she figured he probably hadn’t slept at all. 

“Are you Okay?” 

“lam now,” he said with a jaw-cracking yawn. He shuffled 
her toward his bedroom without breaking their embrace, 
and a few minutes later she found herself naked and 
spooned against his warm body. 

But this time she had trouble falling asleep. 

Something was obviously bothering him. She had a few 
paranoid theories—he regretted last night, it was only a 
one-night stand, he was trying to let her down easy—but 
none of them explained her nakedness. 

“Jayden, are you still awake?” 

“Yeah, babe.” 

“Should we talk about last night?” 

He stiffened, and a cowardly part of her wanted to drop 
the subject and go to sleep. But a far larger part of her 
needed to know what was going on. 

“Sure, babe, what’s on your mind?” 


She hesitated, unsure where to start. The words “I’m too 
old for you” fell from her lips before she could take them 
back. 

“No, you're not.” He said it so simply that it was hard not 
to believe his confident dismissal of her biggest worry. 

“I’m just a waitress who’ll probably never be anything 
more.” That was such a depressing thought that she was 
very grateful to have her back to him. She closed her eyes 
to hold the tears at bay. She’d made her choices a long time 
ago. She had no right feeling sorry for herself now. 

“Why are you a waitress?” 

“Huh?” Nobody had ever asked her that before. 

“I mean,” he said, shifting so that he could see her a little 
better. “Why didn’t you go to college? You’re obviously 
intelligent enough.” 

“Obviously not,” she said with a self-deprecating laugh. “| 
got involved with Bruce, and together we decided that | 
would keep house and raise the babies while he studied to 
be a world-class surgeon.” She sighed tiredly. “You saw how 
well that worked out.” 

“Are you Okay? We never did talk about what happened 
last night. Maybe you should press charges against that 
asshole.” 

“Maybe, but | reckon he’d make sure to drag you down 
with him.” She moved and turned slightly so that she could 
see his face. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone tossed 
out a door like that before. You must be stronger than you 
look.” 

“Adrenaline,” he mumbled, sounding embarrassed. He 
seemed willing to argue the point, but then he breathed out 
heavily and hugged her a little tighter. “Okay, we'll leave it 
for now, but if he tries anything else, we need to report it.” 

“All right.” 

They fell quiet again for a few minutes, and she was 
starting to wonder if he was asleep until he cleared his 
throat and said, “Oh, by the way, my brother is coming to 


stay for a couple of days. He'll arrive sometime tomorrow 
afternoon.” 

A good dose of that adrenaline he’d mentioned burned 
through her veins. 

“W-Why?” Was the timing suspicious? She hadn’t met 
any of his family in the past year, but within twenty-four 
hours of going to bed with this man five years her junior one 
of his older brothers was coming to stay. 

“He wants to meet you,” Jayden said in a tone of voice 
that she couldn’t interpret. 

A little too freaked out to censor her words she said, “Oh, 
god, he’s going to hate me.” 

“Hate you? Why would you think that?” 

She shook her head, too embarrassed, and perhaps a 
little too frightened, to explain the fear coursing through 
her. Jayden pulled her back into his embrace, his warmth 
Surrounding her as he settled them both back into a 
Spooning position. 

“Babe, he’s going to love you,” he said as he pressed a 
kiss to her temple. “I know that for a fact.” 


Chapter Four 

The first thing Brandon noticed about the woman was 
that she carried his brother’s scent. The second was that 
She had a beautiful smile, and the third was confirmation 
that she was indeed his mate. 

Every primitive thought in his head screamed at him to 
claim her. It was only the underlying fear he could sense 
from her that kept him sane enough not to follow through. 

“You must be Brandon,” she said as she stood partly 
leaning against the open door. 

“What gave it away? No wait, let me guess. It was the 
hair, right?” 

She laughed softly, and his cock twitched at the 
melodious sound. Everything about this woman called to 
him in ways he’d never expected, and he was hard pressed 
to keep his thoughts to himself. 

“Come in,” she said as she stepped away from the 
doorway. “Jayden should be home any minute. Can I get you 
something? Have you eaten?” 

“I’m fine,” he said, already falling for her nurturing 
personality. Shit, if this was the way he was reacting to her 
after only a few minutes’ acquaintance, how had Jayden 
lasted a whole year? 

“Um...Jayden said you...um wouldn’t mind sleeping in my 
bed.” Brandon’s cock rose with immediate interest, but 
sense finally kicked in, and he realized that she meant 
without her. She’d most likely sleep beside his brother. 
Lucky bastard. 

“That’s fine,” he said, hoping that she didn’t glance down 
and see the erection trying to burst through his zipper. 

“Okay, my room’s the door on the left. Did you want to 
take a shower or something?” 

His mind chose “or something,” but he smiled and said, “A 
shower would be great.” 


She nodded, seeming to relax just a little. “Towels are in 
the cupboard under the sink.” 

He dipped his head in acknowledgement, almost grateful 
to be able to put a wall or two between them. “No worries,” 
he said in a voice that he hoped didn’t sound as strained as 
it felt. “I won’t be long.” 

He quickly grabbed a change of clothes and locked 
himself in the bathroom. Unzipping his jeans needed way 
more patience than usual, and by the time his cock sprang 
free, he was already oozing pre-cum. Brandon briefly 
considered a cold shower but realized nothing short of 
orgasm was going to deflate this hard-on. 

He stepped under the water as images of his beautiful 
mate flickered through his mind. Even through the 
Shapeless shirt and unflattering loose-fit jeans he’d caught 
glimpses of the goddess underneath. She was curvy and 
soft in all the right places, and he could practically feel the 
warmth of her wet pussy surrounding his cock as he loved 
her slowly. 

He ran his hand up and down his cock, letting the fantasy 
unfold in his mind. He’d lay her out on the bed, naked with 
her legs wide, that gorgeous pussy open to his gaze as he 
lowered his head to taste her essence. She’d gasp as he 
thrust his tongue into her folds, and she’d scream when he 
sucked on her clit. He’d push his fingers deep inside her, 
caressing her G-spot as he continued to suckle her flesh. 
She’d be writhing under him, begging her to take her, her 
arms open, welcoming. Her embrace would be warm and 
comforting as he slid his cock into her pussy and held her 
close. She’d orgasm around him, the tight caress dragging 
him ever closer to completion. 

He barely bit back the groan as cum spurted from his 
cock onto the tiles of the shower. He jolted as aftershocks 
worked up his spine, his cock barely deflating as he turned 
the shower head to wash away the evidence. 


He dragged in a deep breath and swallowed a hysterical 
laugh. Fuck, if that’s how hard he came fantasizing about his 
mate, making love to her might just kill him. 

x XK OK XK 

Jayden came through the door of the apartment, and 
every sense he had went onto full alert. The smell of semen 
hit him full force, and instant fear for Violet had his heart 
rate kicking into high gear. But then he took a deeper breath 
and realized that his mate was in the kitchen, and someone 
else was in the shower. 

Now that he was calming down, he recognized his 
brother’s scent and understood exactly what had happened. 
He couldn’t help the broad grin that spread across his face 
as he found his mate making a pot of coffee. 

“Hello, beautiful,” he said as he pulled Violet into his 
embrace. “Did you have a good day?” 

She shrugged. “It was okay. Your brother is here.” 

“Hmm, | heard the shower,” he said, breathing deeply as 
his mate’s unique scent filled his senses. Knowing that 
Brandon was also attracted to Violet helped to still a little of 
the panic he’d carried in his heart since Monday night, but 
he wasn’t entirely sure why. 

“Did you get to talk to him?” 

“Not really. He only got here about ten minutes ago, and 
he’s spent most of that in the shower.” 

Jayden tried not to laugh. If she knew what his brother 
was up to, she’d probably be completely embarrassed. 

“You've got tomorrow off, right?” She nodded. “Would you 
mind spending the day with Brandon? I’ve got an exam in 
the afternoon, and | could use all the cramming time | can 
get.” 

“Uh, sure, | guess.” She sounded surprised by his request, 
but he didn’t miss the slight jump in her arousal. It would 
seem that she was as attracted to Brandon as he was to her. 
Jayden wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, but a part of 


him felt hopeful it was a good sign—despite the fact that his 
logic made no sense. 
x OK OK XK 

“So where would you like to go?” Violet asked, trying to 
hide her nervousness. She’d thought Jayden was huge, but 
Brandon was built like a damn mountain. The trouble was 
that she kept having naughty little fantasies about climbing 
to the top. She swallowed hard. Hell, a couple of nights in 
Jayden’s arms and she’d turned into some kind of nympho. 
And, wow, how hard did she have to work to make sure that 
thought didn’t end up written clearly on her face? 

“I don’t really know,” Brandon answered as they headed 
for the car. “I’ve only been here once before and it was a 
really short visit, so anywhere you take me will be a new 
experience.” 

“Okay,” she said, wracking her brain for somewhere 
interesting that was also cheap. She’d never discussed 
finances with Jayden, so she had no idea if his family had 
money or not. Shit, she didn’t even know if they were 
helping him with his educational expenses or if he was 
racking up huge student debts. “How about something 
simple like a walk in the park? The trees are quite beautiful 
this time of year.” 

“Sounds good,” Brandon said as he opened the driver’s 
side door of his rental car and waited for her to get in. 
“Probably best if you drive.” She nodded in agreement and 
Slid into the seat, trying hard not to notice the heat that 
radiated from him was just as hot as when it came from 
Jayden. Although, the fact he wore only a long-sleeve T-shirt 
this time of year was mindboggling. It might not have 
snowed yet, but it was cold enough to warrant at least a 
coat. 

“Will you be warm enough?” she asked as he slid into the 
passenger seat. He gave her a smile so like Jayden’s that 
she started to wonder just what else the two brothers had in 
common. Shoot. That was the trouble with a great 


imagination. She closed her eyes and tried to think of 
something, anything, that didn’t revolve around sex with the 
Delko brothers. Suddenly, she was the one who probably 
didn’t need a coat. 

“I'll be fine,” Brandon said as he smiled. Was that a 
knowing smile? Crap, maybe Bruce had hit her head way 
harder than she’d thought. After months of feeling attraction 
for Jayden and no one else, suddenly she was lusting after 
his brother. Surely that had to point to some sort of medical 
condition. Sheesh, maybe she was delusional. She dragged 
in a deep breath, wound down the driver’s side window a 
crack to get more oxygen, and tried really hard to act 
normal. 

Now if she could just remember what that was. 

“Oh, okay, then we'll just...um...get going.” She decided 
to start the engine before she could babble any more. The 
way her mind was working she’d probably blurt out 
something hideously embarrassing. 

She turned the key in the ignition and almost leapt out of 
her skin as the radio roared to life. She winced at the overly 
loud noise but considered leaving it that way. After a few 
moments of indecision, her stepmother’s years of 
demanding good manners from her kicked in. She reached 
over to turn the volume down, way down. Heavy metal just 
didn’t lend itself to friendly conversation, although, in her 
frazzled state not being able to talk was probably a good 
thing. 

Brandon grinned at her. “Not a rock chick?” 

“Not really,” she confessed, happy to have something 
other than fantasies of blazingly hot threesomes spinning 
through her mind. Damn. She scrambled for something to 
say. “Um...interesting choice. | would’ve pegged you as 
more a fan of easy listening classics.” 

He laughed, and she could feel a little of her tension slide 
away. “Nope, sorry to disappoint you, baby girl. It’s hard 
rock or heavy metal or the radio goes off.” 


Baby girl? Wow, strange how that simple endearment 
went straight to her clit. 

“Seriously?” she asked, no longer sure she was talking 
about music. 

His eyes twinkled with merriment. “Seriously,” he said in 
a voice that suggested he wasn’t really serious at all. He 
grinned, released a short bark of laughter, and somehow the 
tension was broken. “The lodge always has easy listening 
classics playing through the common areas. But when I’m in 
my work shed, | play what | want to listen to.” 

“Your work shed?” 

“Yeah, I’m the grease monkey in the family.” She must’ve 
given him a blank look—she was not thinking about hot, 
Sweaty, monkey sex—because he added, “I’m a mechanic 
so | spend most of my days covered in black gunk.” 

“Oh, so no plans to be a doctor like your younger 
brother?” she managed to say without drooling. 

“Hell, no.” He seemed to hesitate for a moment. “Has 
Jayden told you much about our family?” 

“Not really. | Know that you and Declan run a ski lodge in 
winter and a farm the rest of the year, you don’t have any 
sisters, and your parents recently retired. But that’s about 
it.” She tilted her head a little as an uncomfortable thought 
entered her mind. “Come to think of it, I’ve pretty much 
spent the last twelve months talking about myself. How did 
that happen?” 

“That’s the ‘Jayden effect.’ He can get even the most 
reticent people talking about themselves. The guy is going 
to make a great doctor one day.” He sounded quite proud of 
his younger brother. She smiled in agreement but really 
didn’t know what to say. It wasn’t like her to talk so much 
about herself. It’s not like she had a heap to talk about 
anyway. “Don’t worry,” Brandon said, and she glanced over 
to see his wide grin. “I’m not that nice. I’m happy to spill all 
the gossip on my family.” 


She giggled as a million and one questions popped into 
her mind. She had been meaning to ask Jayden all of them, 
but somehow he always managed to maneuver the 
conversation back onto her. Hell, had she really been that 
self-centered the past year? 

“Okay, um...Who’s the oldest?” 

“Declan. He’s twenty-nine. He manages the ski resort. I’m 
in the middle at twenty-eight. And of course then there’s 
Jayden at twenty-four. When he’s finished studying, he plans 
to return to the resort and set up a general practice.” 

“Wow, | think that’s more information than I’ve been able 
to drag out of Jayden since he moved in.” 

Brandon laughed, a deep, sexy sound that had her toes 
curling in her boots. “Anything you want to know about our 
family, baby girl, I’m your man.” 

She stopped the car at a traffic light and glanced over at 
Brandon. The sun shone through the window, catching the 
lighter brown and gold colors in his hair and somehow 
making it look luminous. 

“How big is the resort?” She groaned quietly and hurriedly 
corrected when she realized that question could be 
interpreted poorly. “I mean, will there be enough patients for 
Jayden to run a general practice?” 

Brandon grinned as if he understood her reason for the 
quick rephrase, but he gave her the information a gold- 
digging tramp would be looking for. “The resort has room for 
nearly four hundred guests. We're well known for our 
mixture of cross-country tracks and quality ski runs, and a 
lot of our clientele have been coming back year after year.” 

He grinned at her soft sound of dismay. Finding out she 
was sleeping with the youngest son of a very rich family 
didn’t make her feel any better about being an ambitionless 
waitress. 

“During peak season we can have nearly five hundred 
guests and staff living at the resort. It doesn’t take much for 
the roads to be blocked, and we can be isolated by bad 


weather pretty easily. Having a doctor nearby has always 
been a priority. Doc Jackson has been with us for more years 
than | remember, but he plans to retire around the same 
time Jayden will be ready to come home. So it should work 
out well for both of them.” 

She nodded and turned the car into a parking space close 
to the park. 

“We're here,” she said in a voice that felt tight with 
anxiety. She should be thrilled for Jayden that his future was 
well planned, but all she could think of was how his brothers 
would see her relationship with him. She’d known for a long 
time that it wasn’t right to get involved with him. They 
should have remained friends and nothing more. 

She climbed out of the car, pulled her coat tighter around 
her, and tried to plaster on a smile. Brandon glanced around 
the park before his gaze settled back on her. “Which way 
should we go?” 

There were few people around this time of year, but it 
was one of Violet’s favorite places. Yet today, with so many 
worries and the lingering confusion over the lust she felt for 
her boyfriend’s brother swirling in her head, she barely 
noticed the brilliant colors or stark beauty of the trees 
stripped of their leaves waiting for the first snow. 

“Did | say something to upset you?” 

She glanced at the man beside her and felt hard pressed 
not to cry. He seemed like a really nice guy, and he wasn’t 
to blame for the mess she herself had made of her life. 

“No. I’m sorry. | just...um...have a lot on my mind.” Geez, 
talk about lame. 

“I know what happened with your ex the other night. Are 
you Okay?” She nodded but couldn’t stop the tear that rolled 
down her cheek. She wiped it away quickly, horribly 
embarrassed that she would be so emotional in front of a 
man who was mostly a stranger. Brandon turned her to face 
him, holding her shoulders as he gazed into her eyes. He 


grinned widely and then winked. “Want me to go beat him 
up?” 

She made a noise that was half laugh, half sob and 
suddenly found herself wrapped in his arms. The man was 
huge, built like a gladiator, yet instead of flashing back to 
her moments of helplessness as Bruce had used his superior 
strength against her, Violet felt nothing but safe. She held 
on tight and wished she could shut up that little voice in her 
head that screamed at her that it was wrong to let her 
lover’s brother hold her while she cried. After a few more 
moments, she placed her hands on his warm chest and 
levered herself away from his strength. 

“I’m sorry.” Lame, lame, lame, but what else could she 
offer? 

“Don’t be,” Brandon said as he slung an arm around her 
Shoulders and turned her back toward the car. “Did Jayden 
ever talk about our friend Louise?” 

“Louise?” Well that was a strange turn in the 
conversation. 

“Yup, she was kind of like the kid sister we never had. 
Always following us around when we were little, getting into 
mischief, leading us astray.” 

“Uh-huh,” Violet said with a knowing smile. She doubted 
Brandon was the type to be led anywhere, even as a kid. 

“That’s right,” he said with a hand over his heart. “She 
was a terrible influence. We wouldn’t have gotten into half 
the trouble we did if she hadn’t been around.” He laughed 
when Violet rolled her eyes. “Anyway, Louise recently fell in 
love with and married three men.” 

“Three?” Violet was trying not to sound incredulous, but 
She couldn’t hide her curiosity. She wasn’t sure she’d be 
able to handle one husband. Three sounded impossible. 
Although, if the three men were anything like Jayden and his 
brothers, maybe she understood some of the appeal. 

“And she’s happy?” Violet winced when she heard the 
wonder in her voice. She probably shouldn’t have sounded 


so interested, but wicked images of what Jayden and 
Brandon and even the brother she’d only seen in photos 
could do to her together were winding sensual promises 
through her skull. Hell, she probably shouldn’t have read all 
of those ménage romances, but imagining sex with all three 
Delko brothers...Oh, wow. 

“Louise seems very happy. She was working as a sheriff's 
deputy when she met them, so | can assure you she’s more 
than able to hold her own, even surrounded by three bossy 
husbands.” 

“Seriously?” He grinned widely like he was having a great 
time shocking her with the unusual circumstances of his 
friend’s marriage. Again a million questions buzzed through 
her head, but at least this time she managed to keep her 
mouth shut. He grinned and watched her as she tried to 
hide her curiosity. 

Finally he breathed out and laughed heartily. “She is a 
very happy woman, and so are the men she loves.” 

“Wow, that’s...um...wow.” 

“It is wow,” he said with a teasing grin. “She has three 
men loving her, protecting her, providing for her.” 

“Hell, I’d settle for one half-decent guy,” she lamented 
before she really gave the words serious thought. 

He chuckled. “Isn’t my little brother treating you right?” 

“Oh, no. | mean, yes, he’s treating me right, but,”—she 
turned away, unable to look at Brandon as she voiced her 
concern—“surely you can see I’m not a good choice for him. 
He’s young and has the whole world at his feet. I’ve been 
around the block a time or two.” 

“Hmm, | can see your point.” The words were so 
unexpected that her gaze flew to his face, but he grinned 
wickedly and added, “Maybe you better run off with me.” 

She laughed, relieved that he wasn’t taking her maudlin 
thoughts too seriously. “I’m not sure Jayden would like that.” 

“Actually, Jayden would love that.” His sudden change in 
demeanor threw her off-balance once more. “We've actually 


discussed what it would be like to live in a relationship like 
Louise has with her men. | think you might fit perfectly.” 

Three men? Three rich men? Geez, maybe she’d had too 
much sun. She glanced up at the sky, frowned at the dark 
clouds, and wondered if she was maybe suffering brain 
freeze. Surely she was hallucinating or having a breakdown 
or something. This entire conversation could not be real. 

“Think about it,” Brandon said as he pulled her hand into 
his, and turned her to look at him. He touched her face with 
the back of his knuckles. The skin was rough and calloused 
but so very warm. How the hell could he be so warm? 

She didn’t even have the sense to pull away when he 
leaned in to kiss her. She just melted into his touch and 
mentally catalogued every sensation. Heat coursed through 
her, his nearness warming her blood and sending her brain 
into forbidden territory. Three men? What the hell was she 
thinking? 

She jerked away from Brandon, half afraid he would 
dissolve into thin air and half afraid that he wouldn’t. “I...1 
need to talk to Jayden.” 

“Of course,” Brandon said with a grin before he stepped 
away and gave her some much-needed space. They walked 
back to the car in companionable silence, and he didn’t 
even try to hold her hand. Hell, why was she disappointed? 

“Lunch,” she blurted as they got into the car. 

“Sure. What’s your favorite restaurant?” 

“Hell, no,” she said, holding up her hands in an effort to 
stop the suggestion. “I am not letting you take me to a 
restaurant for lunch. This isn’t a date.” 

“Of course not,” Brandon said agreeably, but he was 
wearing a wide grin, and she couldn’t quite reconcile it with 
the words coming from his mouth. 

“Seriously. This is just two friends hanging out. All that 
stuff about your friend and her husbands, that doesn’t affect 
today. It has nothing to do with this...this thing between us.” 


She groaned aloud at his happy smile. Clearly he wasn’t 
getting the point. She went to list all the reasons why she 
needed to talk to Jayden first, but Brandon cut her off. 

“Okay, how about we grab a couple of pizzas and head 
back to the apartment. Jayden will need to eat as well, and | 
doubt he’ll grumble about the interruption if we grab an 
extra-large meat combo with double cheese.” 

She smiled. It was Jayden’s favorite pizza. She had no 
idea how a man studying medicine, and who should know 
better, could put such huge amounts of cholesterol into his 
body. Yet, she’d watched him do it on more than one 
occasion. Ten minutes later Violet’s jaw nearly hit the 
counter when Brandon ordered two of those heart-attack- 
waiting-to-happen pizzas and a half-and-half vegetarian and 
barbecue chicken one for her. 

By the time they entered the apartment Violet had almost 
managed to convince herself that their surreal conversation 
in the park had never happened. Three husbands? Where 
had she dreamed up that idea? 


Chapter Five 

Jayden smelled the pizza long before his brother’s and 
their mate’s scents reached his nose. He was already 
salivating by the time they walked into the apartment. But 
he went straight for his woman, sensing that the talk she’d 
had with Brandon had left her feeling a bit shell-shocked. 

She moved into his arms easily, and he breathed a sigh of 
relief that she didn’t pull away. He could feel a nervous 
energy bouncing off her and suspected it had something to 
do with his brother’s behavior. His theory was proven a 
moment later when Brandon stepped up behind her and 
pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. 

She startled, like she wanted to move away, but Jayden 
laughed quietly and whispered, “See | told you he’d love 
you.” 

She lifted her head and looked at him. He couldn’t quite 
contain his joy as he took her mouth in a kiss that seared 
him all the way to his bones and left the arousal level much, 
much higher in the room. Very deliberately he broke the 
kiss, smiled at their girl, and turned her around so that his 
brother could give her the same. Jayden caressed her hips, 
hoping to soothe and encourage as his brother took her lips 
in a kiss that left them all aching with need. 

Finally, Brandon lifted his head and smiled down at their 
mate. 

“I must be out of my mind,” she whispered. 

“Nope,” Brandon said as he pressed a kiss to her 
forehead. “Not yet.” 

She seemed stunned for a moment, but then she giggled 
and whispered, “You're probably right.” 

“Lunch,” Brandon proclaimed as he broke their clinch, 
patted her hip, and then headed for the kitchen. 

Jayden watched Violet as she watched Brandon. She 
seemed more amused than upset, and Jayden felt his own 


tension level drop considerably. Maybe, just maybe, they 
had a chance to make things work. 

“Is he always like that?” she asked Jayden as Brandon 
grabbed a pizza and began eating. 

Jayden shrugged. “Pretty much.” 

She glanced around the room but finally asked, “And 
you're Okay with what just happened?” 

“Absolutely.” 

She looked like she might say something else, but 
Brandon called them to hurry their asses up, and she turned 
toward the kitchen instead. 

x KOK XK 

Declan smiled as he hung up the phone. Finally a little bit 
of good news. Brandon had sounded quite excited about 
their mate and assured him that Violet was definitely the 
type of woman they would all have chosen if they’d been 
given the chance to choose. That at least gave him hope for 
the future. 

He was more than ready to settle into a steady 
relationship even if it did mean sharing his woman with his 
brothers. In some ways it was almost fitting. As kids they’d 
been inseparable, as adults they all worked for the family 
business, and as husbands they'd all love the same woman. 

The best news was that she wasn’t some little gold digger 
trying to latch on to a rich doctor. In many ways she was the 
opposite, even to the point that she was refusing to visit the 
resort until she could get time off work and save the money 
to pay for her own flight. He’d heard the annoyance in his 
brother’s voice when Brandon had explained, but he’d also 
sensed the pride that Brandon felt in their mate. She was 
strong and independent, and she would definitely need that 
when mated to three bossy, overprotective males. 

“When does she get here?” his mother asked as he came 
into the office. She’d been a little shocked when they’d 
explained what was happening, but she wanted her sons to 
be happy. She also realized it put her one step closer to 


being a grandmother—something she was very much 
looking forward to. 

“She’s not coming.” 

When his mother’s smile faltered, Declan felt like the 
world’s biggest jerk. “I mean, she’s refusing to let us pay for 
her flight, so we’ll need to be patient while she organizes 
her own finances.” 

“Great,” his mother said, her disappointment practically 
dripping from the word. “You finally find your mate and 
she’s going to be stubborn about it.” 

“Yup,” Declan said, knowing that his grin would confuse 
his mother even more. Declan had spent a lot of time dating 
the ladies who frequented the resort, but he’d only met one 
who'd been possessive and clingy. It had been enough to 
convince him that it wasn’t what he wanted. Violet, on the 
other hand, seemed exactly the type of woman he wanted. 

“| don’t suppose she’d take too kindly to an intervention- 
Slash-kidnapping?” His mother smiled, but Declan suspected 
that the woman was only half joking. Hell, maybe they 
Should wait a while before introducing their mate to their 
mother. The woman’s enthusiasm was probably enough to 
scare Violet away. 

But Declan laughed anyway. From everything he’d heard 
from Brandon and Jayden their lady would probably verbally 
castrate them before she let herself be kidnapped. Even 
though what had happened with her ex still burned his gut, 
Declan was very proud of the way she’d handled it. 

“When does she get here?” his dad practically growled as 
he walked past the office door. 

“Not for a while,” Declan answered. His dad was probably 
going to be the hardest to convince that Violet truly 
belonged to them. The fact that Declan was falling for her 
even though he hadn’t actually met her yet was proof 
enough for Declan. But his dad was a different story. Even 
though his mother and father had a happy marriage and 
loved each other deeply, they weren’t true mates, so they 


hadn’t experienced the type of uncontrollable attraction he 
felt for a woman he barely knew. He was very aware that 
being mates didn’t actually guarantee they would love, or 
even like, each other, but he felt confident enough that they 
were off to a good start. 

“What does ‘Not for a while’ mean?” his father asked in a 
grumpy voice. 

Declan shrugged. “She won’t let us pay her airfare.” 

“She what?” His dad had bounced the gold-digger theory 
around a few times in the past two days, so it felt kind of 
nice to be able to throw Violet’s stubbornness in the man’s 
face. 

“She won't let—” 

But Brandon’s mother spoke over his father. “Why won’t 
She let us pay?” 

“She wants to pay her own way. And,” Declan said a little 
louder, cutting off whatever his father was going to say 
next. “She doesn’t want to lose her job, so she needs to 
organize holidays.” 

“What the hell? She’s a waitress. Give her a job in the 
restaurant. It’s not like she’ll want to leave once she gets 
here.” 

Declan felt angry enough to want to put another fist 
through the wall. He knew that his dad would change his 
tune once he met Violet, but his gruff attitude was getting 
really annoying. 

Fortunately, the man chose that moment to stalk away. 
The front door rattled on its hinges a moment later, and the 
distant sound of wood being chopped reached his ears soon 
after that. So much for being retired. At the rate his dad had 
been cutting firewood they were going to have enough to 
last several winters. 

“He'll come around,” his mother said. Declan hoped like 


hell it proved to be true. 
x KOK XK 


Violet woke for the second morning in a row surrounded 
by warm muscles. Both Jayden and Brandon had crawled 
into bed with her the last two nights and simply held her all 
night long. She could honestly say she’d never been 
warmer...or hotter. 

“Good morning, baby girl,” Brandon whispered in her ear 
as he pulled her closer. “Did you sleep well?” 

Well? If dreaming of red-hot threesomes with these two all 
night counted as sleeping then, yes, she slept very well. But 
he didn’t really need to know all of that, so she nodded 
instead. 

He laughed quietly as if he heard every word she hadn’t 
said and then tilted her chin up so that he could press a soft 
kiss to her lips. “Is there any way | can convince you to 
come home with me today?” 

She was tempted. Oh, she was tempted, but she wasn’t 
about to let curiosity and overexcited hormones make her 
decisions for her. And she certainly wasn’t accepting their 
money. She shook her head and tried to remind herself that 
a relationship with three men would be damn near 
impossible to keep. No matter how happy their friend Louise 
was, surely she was the exception rather than the rule. 
Keeping a relationship happy with only two people was hard 
enough. The statistics on divorce proved that. How on earth 
would Violet keep three men with very different 
personalities happy? 

And was she really thinking of doing it? 

Hell, she’d already agreed to meet the other brother, but 
was she seriously considering their offer? 

“Brandon,” she whispered quietly, trying not to wake 
Jayden. “What does Louise do now? You said she was a 
sheriff's deputy. What does she do now?” 

“Oh,” he said with another quiet laugh. “She still works. 
She’s involved in security for a large private company.” 

“That’s good,” Violet said just a little too enthusiastically. 
It was a relief to learn that their friend Louise wasn’t just a 


bed partner. Violet might not have a heap of ambition when 
it came to her career, but she wanted more than just being 
a sex toy to three men. And she certainly wouldn’t be able 
to take a backseat and let anyone make all of her decisions 
for her.” 

“Actually, Louise has a friend, Andrea, who also has three 
husbands. | believe Andrea gave birth to triplets a few 
months ago.” 

“Can | meet them?” 

“Of course,” Brandon said as he caressed her hip with his 
warm hand. “They both live in a gated community a few 
hours from the resort. We can take you to meet them 
anytime you like.” 

“A gated community?” 

“I’ve only been there a few times myself, but it’s really 
beautiful. And it’s a very safe place to raise pups.” 

“Pups?” she asked, feeling confused. 

“Children,” he said with a grin. “Offspring, babies, pups, 
cubs...” 

“Sounds lovely,” she said as all of her old dreams 
resurfaced. A safe place to raise babies sounded just about 
perfect to her. 

“Sure is,” he said as his hand wandered over her ass. 
She'd slept naked in their arms for the past two nights, but 
this was the first time Brandon had actually touched her. 
She'd gotten the distinct impression that they were trying to 
let her indicate when she was ready. A part of her brain 
argued that she barely knew him, but deep down, 
somewhere inside her confusion was a small voice that said 
she belonged to this man—and his brothers. 

It made no sense. She’d never believed in the idea of love 
at first sight, but maybe this man would prove her wrong. It 
seemed so strange—especially since she could feel Jayden’s 
warmth at her back, but the thought of being with Brandon 
just felt natural, even necessary. 

“Can | make love to you?” he asked in a deep, sexy voice. 


She shook her head as words jammed in her throat. “No 
condoms,” she finally managed to squeak out before he 
could misunderstand her. Whether it was right or wrong, she 
wanted both Brandon and Jayden, but not without 
precautions. She’d already erred in that department, and 
she had no wish to do it again. 

Brandon glanced at Jayden and raised an eyebrow. 

She looked over her shoulder to find Jayden awake. “Don’t 
blame him,” she said to Brandon. “It was only once and we 
weren't thinking clearly and neither of us indulge in unsafe 
sex usually and we’d both had a fright and it was a fairly 
safe time in my cycle so | think we should be okay in that 
department—not to say that if we did accidentally get 
pregnant that | wouldn’t have the baby, just that I’m fairly 
certain that I’m not...you know...accidentally going to have 
his baby.” 

Brandon looked a little shell-shocked by her garbled 
explanation, and she felt Jayden pull her away from his 
brother and into his arms. He pressed a kiss to the back of 
her neck as he held her spooned against him. “It’s okay,” he 
said softly. “It’ll all work out, | promise you.” 

“I Know,” she said, willing to believe every word her lover 
said. She didn’t know whether he meant she wouldn’t get 
pregnant or that if she did get pregnant he’d take care of 
her, but she was willing to believe him on that one. Yet she 
wasn’t silly enough to take the same chance again. 

Brandon watched his brother for a moment longer, but 
then smiled and nodded in agreement. “Well then, we'll just 
have to find some other way to pass the time.” 

She couldn’t help but smile at his confidence. The man 
was a rake, and his eyes promised heavenly delights. He 
leaned over her, pushing her harder against Jayden as he 
pressed his lips against hers. His tongue swept in, caressing 
her mouth as his and Jayden’s hands roved over her curves, 
inflaming her need, erasing her worries, making these men 
the center of her world. 


Brandon broke the kiss, smiled wickedly, and slid down 
the bed. Jayden kissed her slowly, sensually, damn near 
breaking her heart with his gentleness even as Brandon 
threw the blankets off them and tickled her thighs. She 
writhed to get away from the funny sensation even as she 
tried to concentrate on kissing Jayden. 

She tilted her hips, and Brandon made a sound of triumph 
before she realized he’d pinned her knees to the bed with 
her legs wide open. She shook as Brandon stopped all 
movement, her mind painting a picture of what he would 
see. He used his incredibly warm tongue to lick her labia, 
and they both groaned as she felt her pussy pulse more 
juice onto her thighs. 

He licked her again and again, his long tongue curling into 
her slit and sending her need higher. She moaned as Jayden 
thrust his tongue into her mouth almost in the same 
rhythm. Over and over they both tongue-fucked her, 
mimicking what they’d all rather be doing. Overwhelmed by 
sensation, Violet tried to wriggle away, needing to stop, 
needing to breathe, but needing them both so much her 
entire body ached. 

Brandon hummed against her pussy, the vibration 
unexpected and incredibly erotic. Thick fingers thrust hard 
and deep into her slit as he continued to suckle and hum 
against her clit. Finally, Jayden broke the kiss. He watched 
her as Brandon expertly held her on the verge of orgasm. 

She needed just a little more, a little harder, a little faster, 
but he held back, giving her enough but not enough to 
climax. Jayden’s hands grazed over her nipples, the peaks 
hard and nearly painful as he rolled them between his 
fingers and thumbs. “Come for us.” 

Holy crap, did she ever? 

Every muscle burst into movement, her entire focus on 
the sensations coursing over her body. She moaned, the 
sound deep and satisfied as heat pulsed through every inch 
of her. Brandon continued to lap at her pussy, sucking at her 


essence as exhaustion swirled through her and she finally 
seemed to melt into the mattress. 
x OK OK OX 

Brandon simply couldn’t get enough of his mate. Her 
scent, her arousal, her amazing response to their touch was 
everything he’d ever hoped for. She lay relaxed and pliant 
against the mattress and instinct screamed at him to claim 
her, to mark this woman as his own. But, thankfully, in this 
form, sense overruled instinct and he was able to control the 
wild need coursing through him. 

He pressed an openmouthed kiss to her pussy, lapping at 
her cream one more time before rolling off the bed and 
heading into the shower. His cock throbbed, his bear urging 
him to turn around, but he made it all the way into the 
Shower before his own need overwhelmed him, and he 
fisted his erection in a tight grip. 

x OK OK XK 

Jayden would’ve laughed at his brother’s predicament if 
he wasn’t in the exact same situation himself. He needed to 
bury his cock balls deep in their mate, but he wasn’t sure 
how to explain—or even if he was ready to explain—why 
they didn’t need a condom. So he stayed silent and ground 
his teeth together and tried to think of anything besides sex. 
Of course it didn’t help that Violet was still panting hard 
after her orgasm, or the fact that the scent of her arousal 
filled the room. 

But it was the look of confusion on her face that finally 
brought him down a notch or two. 

“Babe?” 

“1...He...h-he just left.” 

Jayden leaned over her and smoothed her hair away from 
her eyes. “He’s just protecting you.” She looked skeptical, 
so he tried to explain more fully. “Violet, he wants you—so 
do | for that matter—but you said not without condoms, and 
he’s respecting that.” 


“So he’s what? Having a sho...” Her words trailed off, and 
Jayden could see the exact moment that she understood 
what Brandon was doing in the shower. “Oh.” She hesitated 
a moment, searching his face before asking her question. 
“Do you think you could maybe take Brandon’s car and drop 
by the all-night drug store?” He nodded enthusiastically and 
was about to roll out of bed when she gripped his arm. “Do 
you think Brandon would mind if | um...joined him in the 
shower?” 

“I think he’d love that. | would, too,” he added before 
doubt could settle into her mind. 

“Are you sure this is going to work? | mean the whole 
three-men-one-woman thing? Do you really think I’m the 
one?” 

Jayden smiled confidently, hopefully hiding that small 
niggle of doubt that blurred his vision of the future. “Of 
course.” 

He kissed her softly, rolled off the bed, and grabbed his 
jeans. 

“Go,” he said with a smile as she hesitated once more. 
She returned his smile and ran into the bathroom. 

x KOK XK 

Brandon was nearly out of his mind. He needed to come. 
The sensual images that bombarded his brain made his cock 
harder than he ever imagined possible, but some small part 
of him refused to accept release while his mate lay in the 
next room. 

Shit, talk about a cock and a hard place. 

The shower screen door opening nearly gave him a heart 
attack, but the beautiful vision who stepped under the water 
had his heart rate soaring into the stratosphere. She didn’t 
say a word, just lowered to her knees in front of him and 
tentatively reached for his cock. He stood there desperately 
controlling his need, waiting for her to indicate what she 
expected, trying not to give in to the urge to thrust hard and 
deep into her mouth. 


He didn’t quite manage to strangle the groan as she 
leaned forward and pressed her mouth to the head of his 
cock. She licked him like ice-cream, laving the sensitive skin 
with the flat of her tongue. 

“Am | doing it right?” 

What the hell? If she did it any righter he might well 
implode. “T-Take me into your mouth.” She seemed pleased 
by his instruction and immediately complied. Holy shit. Her 
mouth was warm, her tongue pressing against the 
underside of his cock as she suctioned her lips around him. 

“Take me deeper,” he instructed, and she slid her lips 
closer to the base of his cock. Her mouth surrounded him, 
caressed him, dragged him closer to release. She pulled 
back, the suction around his cock making his entire body 
quake with need. Slowly she took him deep once more. He 
hit the back of her throat, felt her urge to gag, and groaned 
when she swallowed instead. 

“Oh, baby girl,” he managed to grind out as she sped up 
the pace and did it again and again. He tangled his hands in 
her hair, holding her still, begging with his eyes for her to let 
him take control. She seemed to understand because she 
caressed his thighs and relaxed her throat. He pushed a 
little deeper, watching her closely, making sure he wasn’t 
frightening her with his need. She moaned, the sound low 
and delighted, and it made his balls draw up close to his 
body. 

He panted, trying to put off the orgasm that raced toward 
him. He wanted to savor this woman, his mate, but after two 
nights of holding her close he had no more control. He felt 
his climax start, but the urge to mark her as his own rose 
once more. He pulled out of her mouth, wrapping his fist 
around her hand and encouraging her to pump him hard 
and fast. 

The first string of pearly cum landed on her breasts, the 
shiny, nearly luminous fluid rolling down her soft skin to 
coat her nipple. Again and again streams of his cum landed 


on her chest, painting her with his essence. When he was 
finally spent, he lifted her to her feet, running his hand over 
her breasts, coating her chest with his cum. Deep 
satisfaction filled him, and he smiled at the sleepy pleasure 
written on her face. 

She burrowed into his embrace, and he held her close as 
hope for the future unfurled in his mind. Ever since realizing 
that she was his mate, Brandon had held himself in check, 
hoping for a happy outcome yet worried that it wouldn’t be 
so. But now with the woman of his dreams in his arms he 
couldn’t imagine a life without her. 

Carefully he turned her into the water spray and washed 
away his sticky cum, but he knew that his scent would cling 
to her for days. Even if he and his brothers were the only 
ones able to sense it, Brandon felt ridiculously satisfied. 

The shower screen door opened, and Jayden stood there 
with a towel open for their girl. She pressed a kiss to 
Brandon’s lips and stepped into his brother’s embrace. 

“That was fast,” she said with a soft giggle. 

“I was motivated,” Jayden answered with huge grin. 
Brandon raised an eyebrow waiting for his brother to 
explain, but he merely winked, lifted Violet into his arms, 
and left the room. Confused and maybe a little annoyed, 
Brandon switched off the water, grabbed a towel, and 
followed them back into Jayden’s room. The open box of 
condoms that his brother threw at his head told him more 
than mere words could explain. 

Brandon caught them easily, his gaze seeking Violet’s, 
double-checking that he understood her intentions. Violet 
lay on the bed and smiled that lazy, sleepy smile that he 
was beginning to realize meant she was very aroused and 
very, very interested. Jayden tore open the condom he had 
in his hand, and Violet sat up, took it from him, and rolled it 
over his cock. She smiled wickedly when Jayden made a 
sound of obvious need. 


Jayden groaned, pushing her backward, covering her body 
with his own. She wriggled, gasping hard as Jayden worked 
his length into her pussy. Slowly he pressed into her, pulled 
out slightly, and then went a little farther. He did it again, 
moving faster, sliding deeper, groaning as he pulled out 
once more. 

Brandon watched, his unexpected appreciation for 
voyeurism with this woman taking him by surprise. When 
he’d realized he and his brothers would share a mate, he’d 
never really thought past the idea of loving her individually. 
But his cock rose with definite interest when Jayden pulled 
away, flipped their mate onto her hands and knees, and 
thrust in from behind. Hard and fast he fucked her, her 
joyous cries filling the room as Jayden wrapped a hand 
underneath her. “Come,” he growled in a tone of voice 
Brandon had never heard his youngest brother use. Violet 
practically screamed as her climax took her. She shook all 
over, the incredible sight and sound and smell of her 
orgasm filling Brandon’s senses. 

She collapsed forward, her arms giving out as Jayden 
fucked her harder, his thrusts pushing her forward, his grip 
on her hips pulling her back. He grunted, then stilled inside 
her as he groaned in ecstasy. His knees wobbled as he 
pulled away, but he leaned over her, whispering a question 
to make sure she was all right, before he pressed a kiss to 
her neck and moved away. 

Brandon slid onto the bed beside her, the condoms 
forgotten as his need to simply hold his exhausted mate 
overwhelmed him. But his beautiful Violet had other ideas. 
She rolled and pushed him onto his back, straddling his 
thighs as she reached over for the box of condoms. Jayden 
helped her out, handing her one before kissing her deeply 
and leaving the room. 

Violet opened the condom, and Brandon groaned in 
pleasure as she slowly rolled it onto his rock-hard erection. 
He ground his teeth together as the urge to fuck her hard 


and fast rushed through him. But he held still, trying to 
control the need that she so easily created in him. Hell, 
considering that he’d spent several years learning about 
BDSM and alternate lifestyles, he should have had way more 
control. 

Slowly she lifted herself over his cock. He held her steady 
as she lowered her pussy over his length. He silently cursed 
the condom, needing to feel his mate’s wet heat 
surrounding him, but he bit back the explanation, consoling 
himself with the promise that they’d be truly mated soon. 

He groaned as she took him into her fully before lifting off 
him just as slowly. She watched his face, her self-doubt and 
insecurity clearly written on hers. He wrapped a hand 
around her neck, urging her down so that he could press his 
lips against hers. She sighed a sound of relief, and he thrust 
his tongue into her mouth at the same moment he bucked 
his hips, thrusting his cock harder into her pussy. 

She made a sound of excitement, so he did it again, 
holding her hips with his hands as he controlled her 
movements and thrust up as he pressed her down. The 
primitive urge to claim her nearly had him shifting into his 
alter ego, and he barely stopped himself. Fuck. Their mate 
was incredible. 

He fucked her harder and faster, taking over, holding her 
upright as he watched her face. He slid a thumb over her 
clit, pressing against the swollen little bud as she looked 
down and moaned her approval. “That’s it, baby girl, watch 
while | fuck you.” 

She glanced up, her eyes darkened, her body shaking in 
his hold as she moved her gaze lower and did exactly that. 
God, their mate was perfect. She panted, breathing hard as 
his own control snapped. He pounded into her, his grip on 
her hips tightening as she started to climax. The walls of her 
pussy fluttered, caressing his cock, dragging his orgasm 
from him. 


He bellowed his satisfaction, the noise startling in the 
small room, but she merely smiled as his cock throbbed 
inside her. Finally, he let her fall forward, her breasts 
smooshed against his sweaty chest. He held her close, his 
fierce need to protect this woman no surprise as they 
breathed heavily and tried to recover. 

They lay that way for a while before Brandon realized his 
brother was beside them on the bed, caressing Violet’s 
spine and ass in a long, slow, continuous caress. The 
satisfaction on Jayden’s face perfectly mirrored Brandon’s 
own. 

“I think | need another shower,” Violet mumbled in a 
Sleepy voice. He laughed, knowing exactly how she felt. 
Carefully, Jayden lifted her into his arms, and Brandon 
followed them to the bathroom as contentment settled in 
his heart. 

Now if only he could convince her to come home with him 
today. 


Chapter Six 

“But it’s been three months already!” 

Declan tried to rein in his temper. Hell, it had never been 
this hard before, but it seemed that Violet was the one 
Subject guaranteed to rock his normally steadfast self- 
control. And that’s even before he’d officially met her. 

Shit, if they could actually get the woman here, he might 
just have a meltdown. 

“I know,” Jayden said over the phone. He sounded tired. 
“What do you want me to do about it? She won’t accept our 
offer to pay, so we have no choice but to wait for her to 
save up enough to buy her own airplane ticket.” He 
breathed out deeply. “Look, it was hard enough to convince 
her that she wouldn’t need to pay for a room. Hell, with the 
rates we charge it could have taken years for her to save 
the cash.” 

“Fine,” Declan said into the phone, finally realizing that 
Jayden seemed unusually subdued. Even if he was tired 
from work and study, he was usually more than happy to 
talk about their mate. “Are you okay?” 

“Not really,” he confessed. “It’s been three months since 
we changed her. Soon she'll be able to shift. | really wanted 
to have all of us together when we explained what 
happened.” He sounded wracked with remorse, and Declan 
selfishly felt a little pleased. They should have told her a 
long time ago. It had only been because of Jayden’s opinion 
that they hadn’t. But then the big brother part of him took 
over, and Declan was once again looking out for his younger 
siblings. 

“It will work out. But the faster you can get her here the 
easier it would be. If she starts to show signs of change, it 
would be better to explain that here with wide, open spaces 
and all of us present.” 


“Probably, | really need to tell her what happened soon 
though. | don’t want her shifting and not knowing what’s 
going on.” 

“Agreed,” Declan said, making a quick decision despite 
his usual wariness against committing to a course of action 
before he’d looked at all angles of the issue. “I’m going to 
book a flight. Hopefully, | can get there sometime tomorrow 
night. Maybe between the two of us we can convince her to 
come home with me.” 

“Okay,” Jayden said, sounding very relieved. 

x OK OK XK 

Violet finished tidying up, pulled the blinds down, and 
wished the rest of the staff good night. It had been a long 
day, but the tips she’d earned and the double shift had 
made it worth it. She knew Jayden would be home by now, 
and thoughts of one of his amazing foot rubs dominated 
most of her musings on the quick walk home. 

As she approached her building, a dark shadow moved 
away from the wall, and she hesitated. It wasn’t really a 
dangerous neighborhood, yet it never paid to take silly 
chances. But then the man stepped into the light coming 
from the building’s foyer, and Violet recognized him. 

“Declan?” When he opened his arms, it seemed the most 
natural thing in the world to step into his embrace. 

He held her close for a while, then pressed a kiss to her 
lips and leaned back to see her face. “Nice to finally meet 
you, Violet.” 

“Yes, it’s nice to meet you, too,” she said with a silly 
smirk. The fact that they’d spent many hours talking face- 
to-face via Internet webcams made the whole situation just 
a little bit silly. “How’s Brandon?” 

“Anxiously waiting for you,” he said with a mischievous 
smile. 

“And your parents?” She almost didn’t ask. Her anxiety 
over their relationship had doubled when she realized that 
the family business they ran included their parents. Not 


wanting to cause a rift in such a tight-knit family, Violet had 
spoken to their mother on the webcam a couple of times 
needing to be certain that her dating all three of the 
woman’s sons wouldn’t create problems. Eileen Delko was a 
lovely woman and seemed quite happy for her sons and 
their unusual arrangement. Their father, however, was a 
growly bear of a man who disliked telephones, computers, 
and flat-out hated webcams, and despite their mother’s 
assurances, Declan, Brandon, and Jayden’s father seemed 
opposed to their relationship. Violet had tried, but it had 
been difficult to get to know the man long-distance. 

“Dad is still chopping more firewood than we need,” 
Declan said on a laugh. “But he’s also anxious to see you.” 

She held on to Declan, marveling at how much heat he 
and his brothers seemed to generate. It was late night and 
damn cold, and the man was wearing a T-shirt for heaven’s 
sake. She shivered just thinking about how cold she would 
be. He wrapped his arms tighter around her. 

“Come on. Let’s get you inside.” 

“When did you get here?” she asked as she realized he 
had a soft-sided suitcase with him. 

“About an hour ago.” 

“You could have waited inside. Jayden should be home.” 

Declan shrugged. “He didn’t answer the buzzer. Maybe he 
had some extra studying to do and lost track of the time.” 

“Maybe,” she said, but didn’t really agree. Jayden had 
always been home when he said he would be home, or he 
called her and let her know. As she unlocked the security 
door to the apartment building, she reached into her bag 
and fumbled for her cell phone. Maybe Jayden had left a 
message. 

But the moment they stepped into the foyer, Declan’s 
demeanor changed. 

“Stay behind me,” he ordered as he grabbed her hand 
and dragged her to the stairwell. They climbed four flights 
of stairs faster than she would’ve thought possible and then 


burst into the hallway and ran toward her apartment. She 
had no idea why he was acting so strangely, but the open 
front door of her apartment scared the spit out of her. 

“Stay here,” Declan demanded as he swung the door 
inward and entered the room cautiously. She stood there, 
not sure what to do, annoyed at herself for meekly following 
orders, but very glad to have Declan here to tell her what to 
do. “Violet, | need you.” She forgot her own fear as she 
answered his frantic summons. 

The apartment was completely normal. Nothing seemed 
to be wrong, but she nearly fell to her knees when she 
realized that in the middle of their living room Jayden lay 
bleeding. “Close the door,” Declan said urgently. She 
immediately turned and slammed the damaged door shut. 
She was almost beside them when she realized she still had 
her cell phone in her hand. 

“I'll call emergency.” 

“No,” Declan barked in a voice that barely sounded 
human. “We need to get the bullet out.” 

“Bullet?” Fear gripped her stomach, making it hard to 
breathe. “He needs a doctor.” 

“Violet!” She turned immediately at Declan’s sharp tone. 
“| need pliers or oversized tweezers. Something that | can 
use to grab the bullet.” 

“But...” Hysteria was threatening her composure. Jayden 
needed a doctor. He could die if he didn’t get to a hospital. 

“Violet,” Declan said in a calmer voice. “I'll explain 
everything. | just need to get the bullet out first.” 

Confused as hell, but willing to trust him, she nodded and 
ran for Jayden’s room. Violet practically turned the room 
upside down, but she finally found pliers in a small tool kit 
Jayden kept under his bed. She ran back into the living room 
to find Declan probing the wound in Jayden’s stomach with 
his fingers. Jayden grunted in pain, but at least the sound let 
her know he was still alive. 


“Thanks,” Declan said as he grabbed the pliers and 
pushed them into the wound. The harsh, coppery smell of 
blood filled the room, and Violet needed a couple of deep 
breaths to still the woozy feeling. “Got it. Help me get his 
clothes off.” 

Violet nodded, no longer questioning Declan’s actions, 
just willing to do as he asked. Declan tore Jayden’s shirt with 
his hands, shredding the soft material easily as she fumbled 
with Jayden’s belt. As soon as she got it undone, Declan 
grabbed the hem of Jayden’s jeans and dragged them off his 
legs. 

“Okay, little brother, time to shift.” 

Jayden groaned and shook his head slightly. Violet was 
beginning to panic, wondering if Declan really had any clue 
what he was doing. You didn’t shift a seriously injured 
patient. She dug her hand into her pocket, determined to 
call an ambulance no matter what Declan might say, but 
Jayden groaned loudly, and then she watched dumbfounded 
as dark brown hair seemed to grow rapidly all over his body. 
His face seemed to change shape, the hair on his head 
getting longer as he seemed to grow in size. 

A loud snarl filled the room, and Violet didn’t know 
whether to bolt or faint. In the end she did neither. She fell 
backward and landed on her butt, her eyes never leaving 
the huge, sharp-toothed creature that lay on the floor 
growling in pain. 

“Enough,” Declan said in a sharp voice. “You’re scaring 
Violet.” 

The creature—the thing, the bear?—nodded and slowly 
changed back into Jayden. But this time, instead of bleeding 
and damaged, his stomach was a smooth contour of 
unbroken skin. Not even a mark remained. If the carpet 
wasn’t still covered in blood, she probably would’ve believed 
she’d been hallucinating. 

She could feel her mouth opening and closing, but her 
mind was a complete and utter blank. Neither man’s words 


had meaning as she tried to make sense of what just 
happened. 

Jayden sat up, his face pale, his exhaustion obvious. He 
was talking to her, but she had no idea what he might be 
saying. The roaring sound in her ears replaced everything. 
Declan stood back, his hands covered in blood, the pliers 
still holding the bullet gripped in his hand. 

Anger, like a raging torrent, swept over her, and every 
question she’d ever had about Declan, Brandon, and Jayden 
rose to the surface. Before she even realized her intention 
she was on her feet, her hands on her hips, her stance wide, 
her legs braced. 

“What the fuck is going on?” 

“Babe,” Jayden said as he stood up and walked over to 
her. He held his arms open, but she hesitated. Had she 
really just seen her best friend and lover turn into a bear? 
Her gaze darted between them, and she almost burst into 
hysterical laughter when she realized they were 
approaching her as if she were a cornered and injured 
animal. 

“Don’t ‘babe’ me! What the fuck was that?” 

But her anger deflated when Jayden wobbled and nearly 
fell trying to step toward her. Without thinking she moved to 
hold him up. 

Declan moved to Jayden’s other side. “He’s exhausted,” 
Declan said to her. “We need to get him into bed.” She 
nodded and sort of helped Declan move Jayden into the 
bedroom. She suspected that Declan let her help rather 
than needed her assistance, but despite her anger and 
confusion she truly cared for these men. 

They got Jayden cleaned up and onto the bed, and he 
grabbed Violet’s hand as she tried to move away. “Please,” 
he said quietly as he tugged her closer. She nodded, unable 
to deny him or herself the physical contact. He sighed as 
She cuddled up to his side and rested her head on his 
shoulder. 


“Are you going to need a transfusion?” Declan asked. “You 
lost a lot of blood.” 

“I don’t think so,” Jayden said in a tired voice. “Rest and 
fluids should help.” 

Violet must have been wearing a concerned expression 
because Declan pressed a kiss to her hair and said 
confidently, “We heal physical damage when we shift, but it 
doesn’t replace the blood. We have people we can contact if 
we need to.” 

She nodded, but a million questions circled inside her 
head. People? Not doctors or hospitals? A small snore 
escaped from Jayden, and she glanced worriedly at Declan. 
She didn’t know what was normal and what wasn’t for a 
bear-man or a man-bear—who would ever have thought 
she’d being wondering about something like that?—but 
Declan didn’t look worried, so she tried to force herself to 
relax. 

“You're all like Jayden,” she whispered, not sure if she was 
asking a question or making a statement. 

Declan smirked. “None of us are like Jayden, but yes 
we're all bear-shifters. So are our dad and mom and our 
grandparents and all the generations before us.” 

“Um...okay.” What else could she say? It’s not like she 
could express disbelief when she'd already seen the proof 
with her own eyes. 

“Will you be all right to stay with Jayden while | try and 
clean up the living room?” 

She nodded again, and he left the room quietly. In some 
ways it was nice to have a little space. She cuddled closer to 
Jayden and gently touched the place where he’d been shot. 
There wasn’t a mark or a scar or anything to indicate that 
he’d been close to death only minutes ago. If they hadn’t 
come in when they did... 

She shuddered, unable to finish that thought. She glanced 
up at his face. He was still very pale, but he seemed to be 
Sleeping peacefully. She lay in his arms wondering whether 


She should help Declan with the cleanup but not really 
wanting to leave Jayden alone. 

She must have fallen asleep for a little while because she 
woke to Jayden and Declan talking quietly beside her. It was 
probably a little bit selfish, but she hid the fact that she was 
awake while she shamelessly listened into their 
conversation. 

“Brandon won’t stand for it. He’ll want to catch the next 
flight and come and get her.” 

“It’s probably not such a bad idea. Until we know who 
attacked you or why, she’d be much safer at the lodge.” 

“Im not sure she'll listen to reason. She’s quite 
stubborn.” 

“lam not.” So much for hiding her awake status. She’d 
actually been lying there wondering if she already had 
enough money to catch a super-cheap budget flight to their 
home. She’d planned to save a little spending money to 
take on her holiday, but it seemed kind of silly in light of the 
fact that she’d almost lost Jayden. Life was simply too short. 
“But what about you, Jayden? If | leave, you’ll be on your 
own.” 

“I can take care of myself,” he said in what she suspected 
was supposed to be a reassuring tone. She wasn’t having 
any of that macho bullshit. If Declan hadn’t been here, 
Jayden would likely be lying in a hospital or worse. 

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head. “You can’t stay here 
alone, and since we have no idea who shot you...” Her 
words trailed off when she noticed him look down and away. 
She’d known him long enough to know when he was trying 
to lie to her. “You know who shot you.” She didn’t phrase it 
as a question. It seemed obvious that was what he was 
keeping from her. When he nodded, even Declan looked 
annoyed enough to thump him. Well, he could damn well 
get in line. 

“Who shot you?” Declan asked in a tone of voice that 
made it obvious he wanted an answer immediately. 


“Bruce.” 

If she hadn’t already been lying on the bed, she might 
have fallen over. Her ex-fiancé had been the one to shoot 
Jayden? But why? They hadn’t heard from him in months. 
Not since Jayden had thrown him from the room. Why would 
he act like a jealous lover now? 

“It wasn’t about you,” Jayden said as if he could read her 
mind. Could he read her mind? Did bear-shifters have any 
special skills she was unaware of? Changing into another 
creature certainly made him different to mere mortals. Did 
he—hell, did any of them—possess extrasensory skills like 
mind reading or telekinesis or...or...fire starting? Fuck, she 
knew absolutely nothing about him. So much for their 
friendship. 

Declan moved to take her in his arms, but she backed 
away, rolling to her feet, and holding her hands in front of 
her as if to stop him. Hell, they were probably stronger than 
mere humans, too. Declan held his hands up and stepped 
back in an obvious attempt to show her she had nothing to 
fear. 

“Breathe, kitten. This isn’t how we planned to tell you, but 
we would never hurt you.” 

She nodded. She believed him. She really did. But she 
couldn't decide if that meant she was being a fool or not. 
She dropped her hands to her sides and didn’t resist when 
he stepped closer and pulled her into his embrace. She 
burrowed into his warmth, happy just to accept the comfort 
he offered. Surely, at least part of what she knew about 
these men must be true. She'd lived with Jayden long 
enough to know he was the man she thought him to be, 
hadn’t she? 

“What was it about?” she asked, needing to know. 

“Drugs,” Jayden said quietly. 

Again her heart did that little squeeze of fear. She’d never 
known Jayden to involve himself in something illegal. Her ex 
on the other hand... Declan must have given Jayden that 


“explain immediately” look he did so well, because Jayden 
sighed and sat up in the bed as he told them the full story. 

“Apparently Bruce has managed to work himself into a big 
gambling debt. The people he owes money to were willing 
to overlook his obligations for a steady supply of 
prescription drugs.” He gave her a wry smile. “Apparently, 
he still considers me a friend, despite the fact we haven’t 
spoken in nearly a year and that the last time | saw him | 
threw him against a wall. He tried to convince me to help. 
When | refused, he became agitated and started making 
threats about ruining my career. When | laughed in his face, 
he shot me at point-blank range with the largest fucking 
handgun I’ve ever seen. | hadn’t even realized he was 
carrying a damn gun.” Jayden laughed quietly. “A smaller 
caliber bullet probably would have bounced off. | wonder 
how he would have reacted to that.” He winked at Violet. 
Obviously there was much more to learn about this bear- 
Shifting stuff, but for the moment it could wait. 

“So now what?” Violet asked. “We can’t exactly go to the 
police and tell them he shot you when you don’t look shot. A 
report like that is likely to land you in a rubber room.” 

“True,” Jayden said with a smile on his face. “Perhaps 
that’s exactly how we should handle it. We should get some 
sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a big day.” 

x OK OK XK 

Violet woke to the insistent buzzing of the front door. She 
moved to go see who it was, but Declan pulled her into his 
embrace and whispered sleepily, “Jayden will get it.” 

A few moments later Jayden came into the room with 
another man in tow. She blinked sleepily, but when she 
recognized who it was, she leapt off the bed and into 
Brandon’s embrace. “Hi, baby girl,” he said as he wrapped 
his arms around her for the first time in months. They’d 
spoken on the webcam probably twice as often than she had 
with Declan, so her niggling fear of their bear-shifter status 
was calmed just a little bit more. 


“Can you read minds?” She hadn’t meant to blurt it out 
like that, but it was something that had bugged her all 
night. She’d managed to think rationally enough to decide 
that they’d probably only hidden their shifting skills from her 
in case things didn’t work out the way they’d hoped. And 
She felt confident that they would have told her when the 
time was right. Surely she would’ve sensed some sort of 
deceit if they’d been hiding anything else. 

“No, baby girl—no mind reading, no extrasensory skills of 
any kind. But you probably noticed the increased hearing 
and sense of smell, and well, for the most part we’re 
stronger and heavier than we look.” 

She took a step back, glanced at Brandon’s bulging 
muscles, and wondered just how strong he meant. He 
crossed his arms and tilted his head in question, but didn’t 
say anything out loud. 

“Sorry,” she said, feeling just a bit silly. “I’m just getting 
used to the whole not-quite-human part.” He smirked 
Slightly, and she wasn’t sure what he expected her to do 
now. Brandon let her stand alone for all of three seconds 
before he stepped over and pulled her back into his arms. 
She’d missed him. He had a way of making her feel like 
everything would work out. She whispered the words, lifting 
her face to press a kiss to his jaw. 

“I’ve missed you, too, baby girl.” He took her lips with his 
own, groaning as she opened her mouth and let his tongue 
push inside. Her heart was racing by the time he lifted 
away, but he turned her around and practically placed her in 
Declan’s arms. 

She shuffled awkwardly, unsure what Declan expected— 
or even wanted. They’d never talked about having all three 
men in bed with her at the same time. He seemed to 
hesitate as well, so the embrace felt strange and 
uncomfortable. But then he took a deep breath, pulled her 
closer, and pressed a kiss to her forehead. In that moment 
every doubt she’d had about a relationship with all of them 


melted away. Whatever their differences, they could work it 
out. 

She turned back to Brandon. “What are you doing here?” 
She knew that Declan had called Brandon and his parents 
last night to fill them in on the situation, but he hadn’t 
mentioned anything about anyone hopping on the next 
flight and landing on her doorstep. 

“Well, that isn’t the welcome I'd been expecting,” 
Brandon said in a teasing voice. “But where else would | be 
when my woman is in danger.” He smirked at Jayden and 
added, “Oh and my little brother, too.” 

Jayden took the playful mocking in stride, having 
obviously been treated like the youngest brother all his life. 
“Next time maybe you could get here before | get shot.” 

Brandon laughed, Declan grinned, and Jayden pulled her 
away from his brother and into his arms in feigned 
annoyance. Yet, even if they didn’t admit it, she could sense 
their relief that their youngest brother was all right. 

“Okay, let’s get this over with so we can get back to the 
lodge,” Declan said in a gruff voice. 

Disappointed that it seemed Declan and Brandon 
wouldn’t be able to stay long, Violet pulled out of Jayden’s 
arms and asked, “How long can you stay?” 

“Only today, baby girl,” Brandon said as he touched her 
face with his large calloused hand. “But don’t worry. You're 
coming back with us.” 

x KOK OX 

Jayden would have laughed out loud if his brother’s 
mistake hadn’t been so damn serious. The one thing that he 
knew for sure was that Violet didn’t like being told what to 
do. She’d vehemently declined their offer to pay for her 
ticket and adamantly refused to risk losing her job by 
leaving without taking official vacation time. She certainly 
wouldn’t be impressed by Brandon's bossy attitude. Jayden 
could almost hear the words she would yell at his brother. 

But his jaw almost hit the floor when she nodded. 


“Life’s too short,” she explained with a small shrug. 

“Hell, if they’d known that was what it would take,” 
Jayden said with a wide grin, “they would have encouraged 
me to get shot sooner.” 

x KOK XK 

“Will they be okay?” It was probably a little silly to be so 
worried considering their unusual abilities, but Violet hated 
just sitting around waiting for news. 

“They'll be fine, kitten,” Declan said as he sat on the sofa 
beside her and pulled her into his arms. “Brandon will make 
certain nothing happens to Jayden. But, maybe | could think 
of something to distract you.” He ran a hand over her spine 
and pressed a kiss to her temple. 

“No,” she said, stiffening in his embrace. “It wouldn’t feel 
right. | mean, what if something happens to them? | don’t 
want to be naked when the phone rings.” 

“Kitten, nothing is going to happen to them. They’re going 
to make certain that Bruce gets the help he needs.” 

“By getting him thrown him into a rubber room,” she said 
with a slightly warm feeling in her chest. Was it wrong to 
find that rather poetic? Bruce was a trained psychologist as 
well as a surgeon. From everything Jayden had told them, 
Bruce had seemed calm and not under the influence of any 
type of drug. He would remember shooting Jayden, so 
seeing him uninjured would certainly make him question his 
own sanity. Seeing a black bear or two in the hospital where 
he worked would likely send him running to admit himself 
for psychiatric analysis. 

“Yes, by getting him to throw himself into a rubber room,” 
Declan said with a soft laugh. 

Violet couldn’t help the smirk that covered her face. She 
could just imagine Bruce’s reaction to a black bear casually 
standing beside him in the men’s room. Of course the 
brothers would need to be careful, but without being able to 
press attempted murder charges against Bruce getting him 
locked up in the psychiatric ward was the next best thing. 


She glanced at the clock, then at the watch on her wrist, 
and then at the man sitting beside her. 

“They'll be hours yet,” Declan assured her. “And | have a 
great idea for how to pass the time.” He gave her a 
lascivious smile that had her toes curling inside her boots. 

“And what would that be?” she asked with a breathless 
little sigh. She’d talked to this man so often over the 
webcam that it seemed almost ridiculous that they hadn’t 
actually touched each other yet—well, not intimately at 
least. 

“I think,” Declan said as he turned to her and started to 
undo the buttons of her shirt, “that it might just be easier to 
show you.” 

“Is that so?” She smirked at him, and he leaned in to 
press his lips against her smile. His tongue traced the seam 
of her lips, and she lasted all of half a second before 
opening her mouth and letting him inside. He caressed her 
tongue with his own, the sensual dance distracting her from 
the fact that the man was busily getting her naked. Not that 
she minded. Naked was exactly what she wanted. 

Declan’s kiss was like a drug, going on and on and leaving 
her breathless with desire. She could feel her pussy 
contracting, her body demanding his attention. Her breasts 
tingled, her nipples pulling tighter as the cooler air touched 
them. 

“Okay, what did you have in mind?” she asked a moment 
before the front door opened. Declan groaned as his 
brothers came back into the apartment, both wearing huge 
grins. 

“That was fun,” Jayden said as he lifted Violet to her feet 
and practically danced her around the room. “By the time 
we left the hospital Bruce was confessing all. He was 
babbling about big nasty bears, ghosts, and gambling 
debts.” Jayden became more serious as he pressed a kiss to 
her open mouth. “His boss overheard the gambling debts 
part, and must know the guy pretty well because he 


immediately connected Bruce with the stolen prescription 
pads and got a full confession. Even if Bruce manages to 
convince himself he isn’t insane, the stolen drugs will make 
sure he’s struck off the medical register, and he'll probably 
do some time in jail.” 

And that, Violet knew, would be more painful for her ex- 
fiancé than any other punishment. He’d always planned to 
grow rich from his work as a doctor. Losing his ability to 
make heaps of money was almost as good as locking him 
away for attempted murder. 

“So now what?” she asked as she hugged Jayden and 
watched the faces of the other two men. 

“Now, baby girl, we take you home.” 


Chapter Seven 

It was cold. Not the biting, bracing, chilly, in-your-face 
cold of home. More like freeze-the-tongue-to-the-roof-of- 
your-mouth cold. But Violet barely noticed. Surrounded by 
two of her bears—her bears? Would she ever get used to 
that?—was like being surrounded by sunshine. The warmth 
the men generated was astounding. No wonder they 
enjoyed living in a cold climate. Somehow, she couldn’t 
quite envision a tropical beach holiday with these two. 

“Can we call Jayden?” she asked, not even trying to hide 
her anxiety. It didn’t matter that he was a bear-shifter or 
that Bruce was safely locked in a psych ward, pending trial 
for various misdeeds. She didn’t like the idea of him being 
back home all alone. If Declan hadn’t been there to get the 
bullet out, Jayden would likely have died. 

“Of course, kitten,” Declan said as he pulled her into his 
arms. Brandon stepped into the hotel foyer ahead of them, 
so she didn’t see the opulence of the place until they were 
in the lobby. 

It was gorgeous, the type of holiday destination most 
people only ever saw on television shows that advertised ski 
lodges the average waitress would never be able to afford. 
Hell. Violet was certain even on a wage ten times her 
current income she wouldn’t have been able to afford this 
place. 

She glanced around the area taking in the designer- 
dressed patrons, the professional-looking staff, the 
obviously expensive and well-maintained surroundings, and 
wanted to crawl into a hole. She’d dressed for comfort on 
the plane, and while her clothes might be practical and in 
good repair, they certainly weren’t anything special. It 
would be obvious to anyone who glanced in her direction 
that she didn’t belong here. 


Why the hell had the Delko brothers even given her a 
second glance? 

“Stop it, kitten.” 

Startled, she glared at Declan. They’d said they couldn’t 
read minds. Had they been lying? 

He laughed and pulled her closer. “We want you here, 
Violet. Don’t let designer clothes intimidate you.” 
Considering that the brothers were both dressed the same 
way she was—and they obviously had more than enough 
money—she tried to relax. 

“So what happens now?” 

Declan pulled her into his arms, pressed his lips against 
hers, and then whispered, “Guess.” 

Judging by the hard cock pressed against her stomach, it 
wasn’t going to be much of a guess. When Brandon pressed 
up against her from behind and she felt his hard rod poking 
her back, all thoughts of guessing flew out of her mind. 

She’d been walking a tightrope of desire since they’d 
been interrupted yesterday afternoon, and she was more 
than ready to spend quality time with her men. But a soft 
voice halted her lascivious thoughts. 

“Declan, Brandon, at least let the woman get in the door.” 

Recognizing Eileen Delko from their few brief talks over 
the webcam, Violet tried to extricate herself from between 
the two men as embarrassment overrode every other 
thought. But they wouldn’t let her go, and rather than 
causing a scene, Violet stopped struggling. 

Declan laughed, obviously aware of what she was 
thinking. But he finally stepped away and let her turn to 
face his mother. The woman was beautiful but, like her sons, 
was dressed in casual clothes that belied her wealth. As 
strange as it probably was, that fact more than any helped 
Violet to relax. As a family they were financially very 
comfortable, but they apparently had no need to succumb 
to an ostentatious display of extreme wealth. 


“Welcome to the family,” Eileen said with a bright smile, 
and a friendly hug. Violet hugged the woman back, very 
relieved to receive such a genuine greeting. Eileen looked 
quite happy when she turned her attention to her sons. 
“Everything’s under control, so your father and | are 
heading home. | trust we won’t be getting any more frantic 
calls to fill in while you’re away.” 

“No, Mom,” Brandon said, pulling Violet back into his 
embrace. “Everything we need is right here.” 

The woman gave her sons an affectionate smile, patted 
Declan’s arm, and left the foyer. 

“They don’t live here?” Violet asked, feeling a little 
confused. 

“Nope, they retired a few years ago.” 

“Oh, well that’s nice,” she said in a distracted voice. She 
knew it wasn’t exactly intelligent conversation, but she was 
still processing the fact that their parents didn’t actually live 
at the resort. Somehow that had never come up in 
conversation, and she’d made assumptions that were 
obviously incorrect. She sighed quietly, very relieved to 
realize that she would have a chance to get to know her 
men without having to worry about running into their 
parents on a daily basis. 

Declan quirked an eyebrow and gave her a knowing look. 
“You thought we lived with our parents?” 

“Well, |...um...yeah, | suppose | did.” 

“And you still came here? Thinking that?” Brandon asked 
as he shook with laughter. “I think it’s time we got a few 
things straight.” In a deft move that had her suddenly 
hanging upside down, Brandon carried her over his shoulder 
like a sack of grain. 

Mortified at what the people in the foyer would think, 
Violet decided to go quietly. Surely a request to be put down 
would result in refusal. But she couldn’t hold on to the 
annoyance very long because just having Brandon’s warm 


hand caressing her thighs and ass as he carried her was 
enough to short-circuit every sensible thought in her brain. 

When they stepped into an elevator, she had a moment 
to catch a glimpse of herself upside down in the mirror 
before the world righted itself. As she tried to stand, her legs 
felt a little wobbly, but with a man pressed front and back 
she had little chance of falling over. 

“We're going to make love to you together,” Brandon said 
as he caressed her face with his warm fingers. “I’m going to 
fill your gorgeous pussy at the same time Declan takes your 
ass.” Desire, hot and urgent, melted through her, but fear 
niggled at the edges. She’d never had a man in her ass 
before, and as naughty as the idea seemed, two men at 
once sounded painful. “It’s okay, baby girl,” Brandon said as 
she shivered in his arms. “We'll take good care of you.” 

He nibbled on her neck as Declan leaned in and pressed 
his lips to hers, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, raiding, 
exploring, claiming her in a devastating kiss that had her 
knees shaking and her pussy creaming. Both men took deep 
breaths and groaned, but the elevator stopped, and she 
found herself upside down once more. 

“I can walk,” she groused, but changed her attitude a 
moment later when she realized that the elevator had 
opened directly into an apartment and they were no longer 
in public. She skimmed her hands over Brandon’s ass as he 
walked, a smirk covering her face as his step faltered 
Slightly. 

“Enough,” he mock growled as a hand landed hard 
against her jean-clad ass. She gasped, giggled, and did it 
again. The second smack was even harder, but somehow all 
it did was make her hotter. “Stop it, baby girl.” 

“Bite me,” she said in a sassy voice, and, holy fucking 
crap, he did. The feel of Brandon’s teeth biting her on the 
ass was one of the weirdest and hottest things she’d ever 
experienced. She yelped at the strange sensation but 
couldn’t hold back the moan a moment later when heat 


burst through her lower body and her clit swelled and 
throbbed. 

Finally he put her back on her feet, and she once again 
found herself pressed between two massive, hard-muscled, 
incredibly hot men. Declan grinned, his confident demeanor 
Suggesting he knew exactly how they were affecting her. 
Brandon lifted her shirt, sweater, and jacket straight over 
her head in one quick movement. He flicked her bra open, 
dragging it down her arms before pressing tender kisses to 
the red lines the restrictive garment had left on her skin. 

“No more bras,” he growled in between kisses. 

“But...” 

“No buts, baby girl,” he said as he palmed her breasts 
and rubbed his thumbs over the nipples. They peaked, 
pulling tight and begging for his attention, completely 
derailing any argument she might have made. Declan had 
her jeans undone and her panties around her ankles before 
she could think clearly enough to try and drag her shoes off. 
She attempted to kick the garments away, but Brandon 
used his big hands to press her thighs together and still her 
movement. She glanced over her shoulder to give him a 
bewildered look, but he just kissed her hard. It felt very 
weird to be almost naked, but to have her feet so tangled 
that she couldn’t move her legs. She broke the kiss, panting 
hard, unable to comprehend the incredible arousal these 
two men were inspiring. 

She reached up, determined to at least get Declan’s shirt 
off, but Brandon caught her hands, pinned them to her 
lower back, pushing her breasts up, the nipples now red and 
swollen and begging for Declan’s attention. Violet gasped, 
barely able to breathe as he lowered his head and took one 
aching bud in his mouth. His deep brown hair fell forward, 
tickling her skin as he tortured her with teeth and tongue. 

Violet was almost out of her mind with need, her pussy 
throbbing in time with her pulse. She could feel her juices 


beginning to flow, and she squirmed away, needing space, 
needing respite, but somehow needing more of them. 

Declan trailed his tongue lower, the warm, wet glide 
leaving her shivering in its wake. With her legs tangled and 
Brandon still holding her thighs closed, the touch of 
Declan’s tongue against her clit was completely 
unexpected. She shook all over as he forced his tongue 
between her swollen labia and stroked the swollen bundle of 
nerves. He pushed a hand between her tightly closed knees, 
his rough, calloused fingers traveling up the inside of her 
thighs until they pressed into her pussy. 

She fell back slightly, off-balance, and hopelessly aroused 
by the unusual touch. Brandon tilted her farther back, his 
hands on her ass lifting her to his brother’s mouth as the 
man suckled her clit and drove his fingers deeper into her 
dripping pussy. 

Violet was squirming in their arms, overwhelmed by the 
sensations bombarding her. Never in a million years would 
She have considered something like this so damned erotic, 
but every touch, every shiver, every groan took her need 
even higher. 

“Come for us,” Brandon said as he balanced her one- 
handed and lifted the other to squeeze her nipple, hard, 
really, really hard. A scream escaped her as heat exploded 
in her midsection and her body shook uncontrollably. 
Warmth was flooding through her, the melting, undulating, 
rolling feeling suffusing her mind even as her body 
continued to shake in ecstasy. 

She sighed, the sound long and drawn-out and oh, so 
satisfied. Finally, completely spent, she sagged in their 
embrace, no longer aware of anything other than the two 
men who'd just turned her world upside down. 

Declan wrapped an arm around her waist and moved 
backward until he sat on the sofa. He held her close as 
Brandon untangled the clothing and shoes from around her 
feet. When she was completely naked, Declan lifted her 


easily onto his lap, her back against his chest, and spread 
his legs wide, forcing hers open, exposing her pussy lips. 

“She tastes delicious,” Declan said, toying with her 
nipples as he held her open for his brother’s enjoyment. 
Brandon knelt at her feet, his warm hands running up her 
thighs, pushing her open even wider, his mouth finding her 
nipple as his fingers found her dripping pussy. He toyed with 
her labia, caressing the swollen flesh, but not pressing 
inside, not giving her what she suddenly needed. She 
whined a high-pitched, squeaking sound as her renewed 
arousal took her completely by surprise. 

Brandon released her nipple and kissed his way down her 
belly. She writhed with need as he pressed three thick 
fingers against her opening, caressing the flesh, pushing a 
little deeper as she whimpered her arousal. 

He thrust them into her, the sudden movement 
unexpected, the deep ache it created unexplainable. He 
finger-fucked her, stretching her, watching her face. Declan 
still held her close, his arms pinning hers by her side, as her 
body ached for their possession and her climax spiraled 
closer once more. 

What was it about the Delko brothers? Every one of them 
somehow knew exactly where to caress her, how to please 
her, how to bring her to the verge of orgasm with barely a 
touch. She cried out when Brandon pulled his fingers away, 
her pussy pulsing in protest. He lifted the digits, shiny with 
her juices, to his mouth and licked them clean. 

“Baby girl, you really do taste delicious.” She moaned as 
he thrust his fingers back into her pussy this time, the 
gentle, almost lazy thrusting so different to Declan’s earlier 
fucking that she pushed her hips toward Brandon, her body 
jerking as she tried to get closer, tried to speed the pace, 
tried to demand he fuck her now. 

But Brandon had other ideas. 

He pulled her forward, dragging her closer to his mouth, 
her ass supported only by her knees wrapped over Declan’s 


thighs. Brandon’s hands caressed her butt cheeks, and his 
mouth pressed soft kisses to her belly as he drew closer to 
her pussy. He lifted her to him, the first touch of his tongue 
incredible, the soft graze of his teeth shocking. She shook 
hard as he traced her labia with his tongue, licking and 
suckling the flesh until she was struggling to free her hands 
from Declan’s hold. 

Both men suddenly stopped. 

Brandon leaned back, looking into her eyes, his concern 
written all over his handsome features. “Violet, do you want 
us to stop?” 

“Fuck, no!” she exclaimed before she realized what had 
happened. “Sorry, no. Please don’t stop. God, | want you 
both so much.” She realized that Declan had released her 
hands, and she reached out to touch Brandon’s face. “That 
was me demanding more, not asking you to stop.” 

A broad grin spread across his face. “Well in that case...” 
He ducked low, grabbed her from Declan’s embrace, and 
draped her over his shoulder again. He marched toward the 
bedroom, but landed a hard slap on her bottom before 
putting her down. 

She rubbed the offended flesh, silently noting the slight 
sting left her more aroused, not less. “What was that for?” 

“For scaring the hell out of us.” 

“I didn’t mean to,” she said with a frown. 

“We suspect that it could be overwhelming sometimes to 
have three partners. We just want you to promise that you'll 
speak up if there’s ever a problem.” She nodded, noticing 
for the first time that the color had drained from Declan’s 
face. She stepped into his embrace and wrapped her arms 
around his solid frame. 

“| promise,” she said solemnly. “Any time | feel scared or 
overwhelmed | will say something out loud.” 

“Thank you, kitten,” Declan said as he pulled her closer. 

“Declan?” 

“Yes, kitten.” 


“Can you fuck me now?” 

The look on his face was priceless. She heard Brandon 
laugh at his brother’s reaction, but her soft giggle turned 
into a shriek when Declan lifted her and tossed her safely 
onto the bed. 

“I’m not sure,” Brandon said with a smart-ass grin, “but | 
think that was a yes.” 

Violet giggled again, amazed to realize she was actually 
having fun. It seemed kind of strange, but she’d never 
expected fun and silliness to come from the man in front of 
her. Declan had been so serious over the webcam. 

Completely naked, she lay in the middle of the bed, 
breathing hard as she watched the two men undress. 

“Play with yourself,” Declan said as he tore off his shirt. 
“Show us what you like.” 

Violet shook her head, feeling her cheeks heat with 
embarrassment. She’d masturbated herself to orgasm 
before, but never in front of someone. 

“Do it,” Brandon said with a broad grin, “or I'll flip you 
over and turn that beautiful bottom a lovely shade of pink.” 
She giggled again. Surely he was joking, but her clit 
throbbed at just the idea of his large hand spanking her ass. 
“Baby girl...” he warned as he stepped closer to the bed, his 
clothes finally gone, his cock so hard and thick she could 
barely wait to take him inside her. 

“He’s not kidding, kitten. He will soank your ass.” 

“Is that so?” she asked, trying to hide how breathless that 
threat made her feel. 

“One...” She watched both him and Declan closely, 
waiting for the smiles that would tell her this was all a joke. 

“Two...” Her hand hovered over her stomach, her 
embarrassment warring with her need. But indecision cost 
her dearly. 

“Three!” She shrieked as Brandon lunged for her, holding 
her still as Declan tickled her mercilessly. Every inch of her 
was oversensitized, and she writhed between them, 


laughing breathlessly as she tried to force out the words 
that would make them stop. 

Finally, they took pity on her and stopped touching all of 
her ticklish spots, but she somehow found herself facedown 
over Brandon’s knee. The hands caressing her ass warmed 
the skin, the caress gentle and quite relaxing. 

The first hard smack had her rearing up from the 
unexpected pain. 

“Shhh, baby girl. We’ll take care of you, | promise.” 

She wanted to believe him, but the second smack brought 
tears to her eyes, and the third left her gasping, fighting to 
hold back the sob that threatened to escape. The feeling of 
a warm tongue against her abused flesh gave her a moment 
of reprieve, but it was the finger that pressed into her ass 
that had her fighting against their hold. 

Fuck. That was the strangest sensation. She tightened her 
muscles against the invasion, instinctively trying to clench 
her butt cheeks together. “Breathe out, kitten,” Declan 
whispered as the finger in her ass wiggled ever so slightly. 
She tried to do as he asked, taking several deep breaths 
and letting them out slowly. She made an effort to 
consciously relax her tensed muscles. 

“Good girl,” Brandon said as he stroked her back and 
neck in a soothing, hypnotic motion. “Now push out. Push 
against Declan’s finger.” 

She did as he asked, relaxing the muscles and pushing 
out against the finger in her ass. Suddenly everything 
changed. The slow glide of the finger into and out of her ass 
was no longer painful, no longer a burning sting, but rather 
a heated stroking of nerve endings already alight with 
excitement. She groaned, rocking against the invasion, 
needing more, unable to control her instinctive reactions. 
She felt a cold drizzle of lube a moment before a second 
finger pushed into her ass. This time she felt no pain, just 
need. She whimpered as other fingers pushed into her 


pussy, plunging and withdrawing in counterpoint, spiraling 
her arousal so much higher. 

“Please,” she whispered, having no idea what she was 
begging for, but willing to beg for it anyway. 

“Shhh, baby girl, almost there.” She cried out as both 
hands moved away, leaving her empty, bereft, aching. But a 
moment later she felt Declan’s cock press against her ass. 
“Push out, baby girl,” Brandon instructed. 

Again, she did what he asked, pushing back against the 
thick rod as Declan worked his cock into her ass. Everything 
tingled, her body poised on the brink of something 
incredible. Lightning bolts of pleasure zipped up and down 
her spine, her hands clenching and unclenching as Declan 
pushed all the way in and held still. 

“Well done, baby girl,” Brandon said quietly, his hand still 
caressing her spine in long sweeping motions. Declan 
gripped her hips, holding her steady as he pulled his cock 
Slowly from her ass and slid back in just as unhurriedly. 
Violet wanted to writhe, needed to move, but they held her 
in place, as Declan slowly fucked her ass. 

“You're beautiful, kitten. You feel incredible wrapped 
around my cock.” Declan groaned as he pulled out once 
more, but this time he slid back in faster, took her just a 
little bit harder, withdrew again and slammed back in. 
Holding her hips tight, he started fucking her in earnest, 
dragging his hard cock out, then stuffing her full once more. 

She was shaking, ready to orgasm, poised on the 
precipice when Declan pulled out completely. She tried to 
move, the words, “What the fuck?” escaping her mouth 
before Brandon pushed her head lower, her ass higher and 
spanked her fast. The blows over and over and over did 
nothing to cool her need. She screamed as he adjusted her, 
mashing her swollen clit against the coarse hairs of his 
thighs. “Come, now!” he ordered, and oh fucking hell, she 
did. 


Every single cell in her body exploded in movement, 
every muscle shook in reaction, every nerve ending lit up 
like a Roman candle, a high-pitched, keening noise escaped 
her mouth, and her pussy flooded with her juices. 

Violet closed her eyes as waves of sensation continued to 
roll from head to toe and back again, the incredible feeling 
unexpectedly heightened by her stinging bottom. She 
moaned quietly as warm lassitude flooded every vein and 
quietly stole her ability to think. 

She didn’t even realize she was crying until Declan 
pressed a wet washcloth against her face and soothed the 
heated skin. “It’s okay, baby girl,” Brandon said quietly as 
he lifted her up and cradled her against his chest. He rocked 
her gently as she composed herself. 

“Did we hurt you?” Declan asked as he sat beside them. 
Hell, she must really look like a mess if they were asking 
that. 

“No,” she said urgently. “I’ve never felt anything so 
incredible.” Hell, if the orgasm had been any stronger, she 
probably would have passed out. Fuck, she wasn’t even sure 
that she hadn't. 

Brandon made a sound full of male arrogance, and Declan 
shook his head, breathed out a sort of laugh, and frowned at 
his brother. 

“I told him you'd enjoy it,” Brandon said with more than a 
little bit of pride, “but big brother never listens.” 

“Come here, kitten,” Declan said as he reached for her. “I 
need to hold you.” 

She leaned up, pressed a kiss to Brandon's lips, and 
crawled onto Declan’s lap. He wrapped his arms around her, 
holding her tight. “Are you sure you’re all right?” 

“Of course.” She lifted her mouth to his, kissing him hard. 
“More than all right.” 

Declan held her for a while, rocking silently as she 
listened to the soothing beat of his heart. She was almost 
asleep when he moved. “Brandon is going to have a shower 


with you and then hold you while you take a nap.” She 
opened her mouth to protest—she was certain neither of 
them had actually climaxed—but Declan placed two fingers 
on her lips. “No arguments. It’s been a busy couple of days. 
Get some rest. l'Il be back in a few hours with some lunch.” 

Brandon pulled her back into his arms as they listened to 
Declan have a quick shower. Niggling doubts burrowed 
through her mind as he quickly dragged on his clothes and 
left the room. She heard the elevator doors close, and then 
the apartment was quiet once more. 

“What just happened?” she asked Brandon, hoping the 
man would have some explanation for his brother’s 
unexpected behavior. 

“He'll be okay. He just needs some time.” 

“Why?” 

Brandon shrugged. “Come on, baby girl. Shower and then 
Sleep.” 

She was so distracted by worries over Declan’s behavior 
that she didn’t even realize she was following their bossy 
orders until she was lying in bed, wrapped in Brandon’s 
arms, and almost asleep. 


Chapter Eight 


An hour later, Declan was still cursing his own impatience. 
For fuck’s sake, they’d barely gotten their mate in the door 
and, despite his best intentions, he’d let his need to take her 
override his good judgment. Not only had they dominated 
her, but they’d spanked her, and he’d fucked her ass. Shit, 
her reactions had proven that he was her first, but even that 
hadn’t tempered his need. 

The only thing he hadn’t done was claim her as his mate, 
and considering that his bear half was damn near salivating 
at the thought of fucking his mate again and again and 
again, he’d been damn lucky that hadn’t happened, too. 

They hadn’t even told her she was a bear herself, yet. 
Fuck, what if she didn’t want them? What if she decided that 
three men were too many? What if she wanted to have a 
normal life with a normal human? How would she react 
when she learned she’d only be able to have cubs with 
other bear-shifters? 

He stomped through the reception area on his way to his 
office. The members of his staff were wise enough to give 
him a wide berth, obviously sensing his dark mood, and that 
just made him more annoyed. Somehow he managed to 
Slam the door closed, even though he’d consciously made 
the decision not to, and glanced at the wall where he’d put 
his fist through it three months earlier. 

This was all Jayden’s fault. If he’d only agreed to tell 
Violet what had happened to her earlier, they wouldn’t be in 
this situation in the first place. He grabbed the phone, 
dialed his brother’s home number, and drummed his fingers 
against the desk as he waited for his call to be answered. 

“Hello,” a drowsy voice finally said. Surprised that he'd 
woken the man, Declan glanced at the clock and finally 
remembered that his brother didn’t have a nine-to-five 
schedule. Guilt niggled at the edges of his anger, but he 


thrust it away, determined to find someone to blame for his 
own behavior. 

“When are you coming home?” 

“Declan?” Jayden asked in confusion. “Is everything all 
right?” He hesitated. “Is Violet all right?” Hearing the near 
panic in his brother’s voice, Declan finally found his sanity. 

“Violet is fine. I’m just...” He ran a hand down his face, 
trying to choose the right words to explain his phone call. 
“I’m just anxious to tell her. She needs to know, but | think 
we should all be here when we break the news to her.” 

This time Jayden hesitated long enough for Declan to 
wonder if they’d been disconnected. “lIl come home this 
weekend. | have three days off from the hospital. | just need 
to get time off at the coffee shop.” 

“Fuck the coffee shop,” Declan growled into the phone. 

It was a familiar argument. Declan and Brandon were 
happy to cover their brother’s educational costs—Lord knew 
they were capable—but Jayden had always insisted on 
working to help pay his own way. Even though Declan could 
understand Jayden’s need to have some independence, the 
guy worked way too hard, and quite frankly, in the current 
economic climate, was probably taking work away from 
someone who really needed it. 

“Okay,” Jayden said, his quick agreement so shocking 
that Declan almost fell off his chair. 

“Okay?” Declan asked again, just to be certain that he’d 
heard correctly. 

“I was going to talk to you about it, but with Violet now in 
our lives | want time to spend with her. | want to be able to 
take a trip home to visit when | have time off from the 
hospital. | know | said I’d pay my own way, but l’d 
appreciate your help until | can pay you back.” 

“Hell,” Declan said quietly into the phone. “It’s family 
money, Jay. And it was specifically put aside to pay for your 
education. You don’t need to pay us back. Just get qualified 
and come home.” 


“Thanks,” Jayden said sincerely. “l'Il book a flight now and 
e-mail you the details.” 

Declan hung up the phone, a strange mix of anger and 
guilt playing through his mind still. Jayden may be the 
reason Violet didn’t know she was a bear, but Declan should 
be adult enough to take responsibility for his own behavior. 

He owed Violet an apology. 

He stopped by the kitchen to grab the trolley of food he’d 
ordered, and then headed back to their private apartment. 

x OK OK XK 

Brandon lay on the bed with Violet curled in his arms. 
She'd finally fallen asleep. Considering how relaxed and 
pliant she’d been after the most incredible orgasm he’d ever 
had the pleasure to witness, it shouldn’t have taken so long. 

He glanced at the phone, wondering if he could call and 
talk to Declan without waking their sleeping mate. 

Violet wriggled in her sleep, and he pulled her closer, 
wrapping himself around her, keeping her warm even 
though the room wasn’t exactly cold. It was unlikely that 
he’d be able to talk softly enough to make the call and still 
hold Violet in his arms, and since he wasn’t about to let the 
woman go, he realized he wouldn’t get to speak to his 
brother until the man came back into the room. 

Guilt niggled at the back of his brain. Brandon knew he 
Shouldn’t have pushed him. Declan hadn’t known much 
about Brandon’s previous excursion into the BDSM lifestyle, 
so he probably hadn’t been prepared for the spanking 
Brandon had given Violet. She’d taken it beautifully, her 
reactions pure and sweet and oh, so innocent, but in a most 
delectable way. Even though Brandon had been prepared to 
live a vanilla lifestyle with his mate, he’d been overjoyed to 
realize her submissive streak. 

But he still shouldn’t have pulled Declan into a BDSM-type 
scene before the man had been ready. If Brandon knew his 
older brother as well as he believed, Declan would have had 
a slow, loving seduction planned for his mate long before he 


even met her. Guilt wound through him as Brandon realized 
that getting what he wanted may have damaged Declan 
and Violet’s relationship already. 

He glanced down at his mate’s puffy eyes and silently 
cursed a blue streak in his head. He was still coming up with 
inventive ways to cuss at himself when he heard the 
elevator doors open. Since he, Declan, and Jayden were the 
only ones with passkeys to the private apartment, he didn’t 
bother to get dressed. 

“Is she all right?” 

“She was a little freaked by the way you left.” 

“Sorry,” Declan said as he paced several steps back and 
forth. “I’m just...it wasn’t the way | planned it, but...holy 
fuck, when | slid into her ass, | felt like | was home, like | 
finally found where | belonged.” 

Brandon smiled at his brother’s wonder. “I know what you 
mean. She’s incredible, and | promise you, she enjoyed 
every moment.” 

“But | should have been more gentle, more patient. She’s 
our mate. We should have made it special for her, you know, 
memorable.” 

“You think her first time being spanked to orgasm and 
having her ass fucked is not going to be memorable?” 
Brandon quirked an eyebrow, waiting for his brother to deny 
the obvious. 

He didn’t disappoint. “I just mean it should have been...” 

Brandon offered some suggestions. “Quieter? Softer? Less 
incredible.” 

“Fuck off, that isn’t what | meant.” 

“Yes, it is,” Brandon said, trying to keep his voice low so 
that he wouldn’t wake the woman sleeping in his arms. “You 
wanted to give her a romantic, sensual, boring introduction 
into sex with three bears. Think about who we are. What we 
are. It was never going to happen.” 

It was only now that they were arguing that Brandon was 
beginning to realize that going with his gut and dominating 


Violet the way she needed them to was the only way they 
should have started their relationship. 

If they’d begun any other way, it would have been a lie 
and made getting a satisfying sex life for them all a long 
journey of misunderstandings and misinformation. All three 
brothers felt the need to claim their mate, to protect her, to 
provide for her, and to dominate her sexually, and that 
wasn’t ever going to change. 

And whether she understood it or not, it was what Violet 
wanted, too. 

Of course, judging by the lady’s stubborn streak, 
dominating her anywhere other than the bedroom would 
probably get them castrated, but Violet had enjoyed what 
the three of them had done together, no matter what 
Declan had convinced himself. 

But all the logic in the world wouldn’t change the fact that 
Declan was freaking out and Violet was hurt by his reaction. 

Declan finally stopped pacing and came to stand by the 
bed, gazing down at the sleeping woman in Brandon’s arms. 
“| fucked up, didn’t I?” Brandon just gave him a crooked 
smile. “How do | fix it?” 

“By being honest. By telling her what you’re feeling and 
explaining your earlier reaction.” 

Declan looked so horrified anyone would have thought 
Brandon had suggested something akin to wrapping his dick 
in barbed wire. Brandon tried unsuccessfully to hide his grin. 
He’d known his whole life that his older brother didn’t “do” 
feelings. 

“Any other suggestions?” Declan asked through tightly 
clenched teeth. 

“You could lie down, wait for her to wake up, and seduce 
her the way you’d always planned.” 

He nodded, a half smile forming on his face. “Okay, that 
sounds like a better idea.” 

Declan stepped back to strip off his clothes, and Brandon 
rolled away slowly, careful not to wake Violet. His cock still 


throbbed with unspent desire, but, somehow, just knowing 
that his brother was willing to try and undo the hurt he’d 
caused their mate was enough to bring his arousal down to 
a low simmer. 

“I'll just go get some work done,” Brandon said quietly as 
he dragged on his clothes. Declan nodded as he pulled their 
woman into his arms and held her close. 

x KOK XK 

Violet woke in Declan’s arms. She had no idea how she 
knew it was him. She had no memory of him taking 
Brandon’s place, but she knew without a shadow of a doubt 
that it was Declan who held her. 

“Hello, kitten,” he whispered as she rolled to face him. 

“Hi,” she said shyly. It seemed so silly. Only an hour or 
two ago, this man had stuck his cock up her ass. She was 
pretty sure that took them past the awkward first-date stuff. 

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “Can | make love to you 
properly this time?” 

Last time wasn’t proper? She fought down a hysterical 
giggle as she wondered if she’d survive if they got around to 
actually fucking her properly. The last orgasm had 
practically fried her brain. Another one like that just might 
explode it. 

He gave her a confused look, so she swallowed her humor 
and briefly pressed her lips to his. “Yes, my big, growly bear. 
Please make love to me.” 

Declan leaned over her, framing her face with his hands 
as he pressed their lips together. He kissed her gently, 
Slowly exploring her with his lips and tongue. She sighed 
into his mouth as his hands moved to caress every inch of 
her skin, the warm trail left by the touch of his calloused 
hands heating her blood. She wriggled to get closer, aching 
for more, aching for him. 

He trailed kisses across her face, down her neck, his hand 
trailing lower as he caressed the sensitive skin on her hip. 
She smiled as his hand tangled in the curls at the apex of 


her thighs, his soft groan confirming what she already knew 
—she was ready for him. 

“Kitten,” he groaned as he pulled his hand away. “I...” But 
this time she shushed him with fingers across his lips. 

“| need you inside me. Please don’t make me wait.” 

He groaned again, and kissed her hard. But he moved 
over her, pushing her legs wide with his knees, his hands 
stroking her hips and thighs as he aligned his cock with her 
pussy. She whimpered as he pushed in slowly, the agony of 
need rising ever higher as he kept the rhythm slow and 
sensual. 

Impatience gnawed at her, her hips trying to move 
against his, even as his weight held her down. “Declan?” 
she asked, a plea in her voice. 

“It’s okay, kitten,” he whispered as he continued to push 
into and out of her body in a steady rhythm. She wanted to 
growl as the gentle motion drew her orgasm near, but 
wouldn’t let her dive over the edge. He kissed her harder, 
his tongue thrusting into her mouth, his breath catching as 
she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him closer. She 
growled, damn near biting his tongue as she fought for his 
possession. 

He pulled his head back, his eyes searching her face. 
“Brandon was right?” he asked cryptically. 

“Right about what?” And, hey, couldn’t they have this 
discussion some other time? 

“About you needing to be dominated. That you loved your 
Spanking, and wanted hot, hard loving.” 

She laughed at his description, but nodded 
enthusiastically. 

“Oh, thank God,” he said as he rolled over and dragged 
her on top of him without actually withdrawing his cock. 
“Ride me, kitten, while | play with these beautiful tits.” 

She laughed, her worries evaporating like snow on a hot 
plate. She balanced herself with her hands on his rock-hard 
abdomen and lifted up, slamming back down almost 


immediately. He groaned when she did it again and again. 
He palmed her breasts, caressing and stroking the soft skin 
underneath before moving to her nipples and squeezing 
tight. She gasped at the incredible sensation, her pussy 
contracting around his cock in response, his groan 
answering her need somewhere deep inside. 

She tightened the muscles again, as he took over her 
movements, lifting her up off his cock and then slamming 
her back down. Over and over he controlled her, his hips 
tilting to just the right angle, rubbing her G-spot on every 
stroke into her pussy. 

“Play with your clit,” he told her, smiling when she did 
immediately what he asked. “Come on my cock, kitten.” She 
nodded, her orgasm already starting to pulse through her, 
her pussy gripping his cock, caressing the hard length as 
heat washed through every vein. 

She smiled, practically purring as he rolled over again, 
pressing her to the mattress, fucking her harder and faster, 
thrusting that fat cock deeper into her pussy. She screamed 
as a second, more violent orgasm caught her by surprise, 
her womb throbbing, her thighs shaking, every nerve 
screeching in ecstasy. 

He stilled. His cock throbbing deep inside her, his climax 
sending shuddering ripples through her body once more. 
Finally, completely spent, she dragged in a lungful of air, 
holding it in a moment before releasing it slowly. 

“That was...” he said breathlessly. 

“Fucking incredible,” she finished for him. He nodded, 
swallowing hard before rolling to the side and taking her 
with him. 

They lay there a long while as they both caught their 
breath. 

“Shower time,” he said as he levered himself to a 
standing position and then turned and lifted her into his 
arms. 


“A girl could get used to this,” she said with a happy sigh. 
She glanced at the clock. “I’ve been here six hours and this 
is already my second shower with a handsome man. Wow, 
do | know how to plan a holiday or what?” 

He swatted her backside, and then kissed her softly as 
she wriggled in his arms and asked him for more. 

“Brat,” he said with a laugh and another kiss. “I can see 
many spankings in your future.” 

She winked at him, glad that he’d gotten over the whole 
sweet-seduction idea. “Can’t wait,” she whispered as they 
stepped into the shower. 


Chapter Nine 

Jayden glanced around the usually neat and tidy space 
and rolled his eyes at the disarray. Obviously, his brothers 
had other things on their minds than keeping the place tidy. 

But it was the scent of his mate that had him bypassing 
the mess and heading straight for her room. “Hi, babe,” he 
said casually as he found her making the bed. The grin that 
curved her lips left him no doubt that she was very happy to 
see him. 

“| didn’t know you were coming this weekend,” she said, 
trying to hide a mischievous grin as she continued what 
she’d been doing. 

“I thought you might be missing me.” 

“Well,” she said, glancing around the room, “it’s only 
been two days, and your brothers have been keeping me 
rather busy. You know, with the ‘sightseeing’ and all.” 

He already knew from Brandon that Violet had very 
happily spent most of her time inside the apartment. Jayden 
pressed his lips together and tried to keep a serious face. 
“So, that’s a no then. You didn’t miss me at all,” he said, 
stepping into the room. She nodded, struggling to keep her 
laughter from breaking free. He could smell his mate’s 
arousal, knew that she was as turned on as he was as he 
stalked closer. “So,” he said, stopping far enough away to 
let her think she was safe, “you don’t need me to strip you 
naked and run my tongue all over every inch of your body 
before I fuck you silly.” 

“N-No,” she lied, swallowing hard. “But | could...um... 
could maybe use a foot rub.” 

He pounced, gripping her in a fierce embrace, wrapping 
his arms around her as he captured her mouth with his own 
and thrust his tongue deep inside. He kissed her 
passionately, the heat in the room rising several degrees 
before they broke apart, both panting hard. 


She clung to him, her body shivering slightly against his. 

“So,” he said, still trying to catch his breath, “you want a 
foot rub, and then you want me to fuck you silly.” 

“Hmmm,” she said, leaning up to nip lightly at his jaw 
with her teeth. “Maybe we can skip the foot rub.” 

He laughed, lifted her off the ground, and dropped her 
onto her bed. 

Jayden tried to slow himself down, but Violet was having 
none of it. She practically tore the shirt from his body, even 
as he tried to rid her of clothes. In the end, amid grunts and 
giggles, they both finally managed to get free of material 
and roll into the middle of the bed. 

Violet laughed as he held her down, pressing kisses to her 
throat, her shoulders, her jaw, but she changed her tune as 
he bent to nibble at her breasts. She arched against him, 
moaning sensuously as she demanded more. Her fingers 
threaded through his hair, kneading and massaging his skull 
as he laved her taut nipples over and over. 

He wedged one of his knees in between her legs, pushing 
her thighs open as he settled his weight over her. He 
desperately tried to rein in his need to love her hard and 
fast, but his bear half was demanding that he take her, fuck 
her, claim her as his. 

Violet’s breathy little “please” was enough to tip him over 
the edge. He slammed into her hard and fast, his cock 
throbbing as he plunged and withdrew, his hands holding 
her tight in his grip. She lifted her legs, but instead of letting 
her wrap them around him, he pushed them higher, lifting 
them over his shoulders, pushing his cock deeper as the 
angle changed. 

She gasped, her orgasm so close he could feel the 
trembling in her muscles. 

Trying to hold on to his own excitement, Jayden gritted his 


teeth and fucked her harder. 
x OK OK OK 


Brandon and Declan stepped off the elevator to the sweet 
scent of their mate’s arousal. Confused at first, Brandon 
took a deep breath and finally noticed his youngest 
brother’s scent. 

“What an asshole,” Declan groused with a smile on his 
face. “He didn’t even say hello.” 

Brandon quirked an eyebrow, knowing full well he would 
have done exactly the same. 

“True,” Declan agreed even though Brandon hadn't 
spoken out loud. “Perhaps we should interrupt them.” 

Brandon nodded. “Or maybe even join them.” 

“Now that’s a plan.” 

They both managed to step out of their clothes by the 
time they made it to Violet’s bedroom. Although calling it 
Violet’s bedroom was probably stretching the truth since 
she hadn't slept alone in here since arriving. If Brandon had 
his way, she never would. 

“Well would you look at that?” Brandon said after a few 
moments of watching his brother fuck their mate. “They 
started without us.” He stepped closer to the bed, pressed a 
kiss to Violet’s sweaty forehead and ordered, “Don’t you 
dare come, baby girl.” 

He could already see that she was on the verge of 
meltdown, but he laughed when she stuck her tongue out at 
him. A moment later her orgasm washed over her, and she 
moaned, that sweet keening sound that had him as hard as 
a rock. Jayden stilled inside her, his face telegraphing just 
how amazing it felt to have Violet’s pussy milking his dick. 

But somehow his brother managed to hang on to his 
control and a moment later groaned as he slid out of her hot 
pussy. 

Brandon took a seat on the edge of the bed, patted his 
lap, and gave Violet a pointed look. She gave him an 
exaggerated pout, but rolled onto her hands and knees and 
crawled toward him. 


“This isn’t about the orgasm, is it?” she asked with a grin 
on her face. “Because you know that wasn’t my fault. It was 
Jayden’s. Maybe someone should spank his ass.” 

Brandon laughed as he pulled her the rest of the way over 
his lap. He caressed her back, re-exploring the dips and 
hollows in her spine. “No, baby girl, this is because | like 
seeing your bottom with my handprint.” 

“Oh well in that case,” she said with a giggle, “spank 
away.” 

He ran a hand over her bottom, chafing the skin, warming 
it with his touch. She moaned, wriggling on his lap, 
obviously impatient. Over the past two days he’d been 
thrilled to realize just how much Violet enjoyed this side of 
their love-play. He had so much more he wanted to share 
with her, but for now seeing her bottom a beautiful shade of 
pink by his hand was enough. 

“Come on,” she said in a voice that suggested she was 
pouting. 

“Be quiet,” he said, still stroking her skin with a soft 
touch, “or l'Il find something to fill your mouth.” 

She nodded enthusiastically, and he had trouble holding 
her on his lap as he laughed. “Okay, baby girl,” he said as 
he lifted her, turned around, and arranged her on her hands 
and knees in the middle of the bed. “Just remember that 
you asked for this.” 

His brothers had obviously anticipated his next move. 
Jayden lined his cock up with Violet’s mouth and tapped her 
lips. “Open,” he said in a voice worthy of a true Dom. She 
immediately complied, moaning as she licked her own 
essence off Jayden’s cock and then sucked him into her 
mouth. 

Declan lay down on his back and slid underneath Violet to 
capture a stiff nipple in his mouth. She groaned, doubling 
her efforts on Jayden’s cock as Declan nibbled one breast 
and tormented the other with his hand. But despite the 


distractions she still managed to wriggle her ass in his face, 
asking for the spanking he’d promised. 

He laughed and slapped her ass hard. “Okay, baby girl.” 

He watched her closely as he turned her bottom a very 
appealing shade of pink. Never once did she moan in 
anything other than ecstasy. Yes, the woman was made for 
them. If he’d ever had any doubts, the orgasm that broke 
over her as he pushed his cock into her warm, wet, grasping 
pussy put them all to rest. 

He thrust hard into her, his groan echoed a moment later 
by Jayden as he slid farther down her throat. Declan 
continued to suckle one breast, his fingers twisting the other 
hard nub mercilessly as she shook between them all. 

She moaned a protest when Brandon pulled his cock from 
her pussy, but she got the hint as soon as he lifted her over 
his brother. Declan didn’t need an engraved invitation. He 
thrust up into her pussy, fucking her hard and fast as 
Brandon turned to grab the lube. 

x OK OK XK 

Violet was completely overwhelmed by sensation. Every 
thrust, every jolt, every moan, only made her hotter, 
needier. A brief moment of panic swept through her when 
She felt cold lube dribble onto her anus, but Brandon’s thick 
fingers soon followed and all she could think about was 
having all her men fuck her at the same time. 

“Okay, baby girl,” Brandon said, halting her movements, 
pushing her harder against Declan. “Hold still while | get in.” 
Jayden pulled his cock from her mouth, stepping back 
Slightly, but staying close enough to caress her face. 

And then Brandon pressed against her anus and pushed 
Slowly into her back passage. She loved the bite of pain that 
accompanied his entry, the slight sting as the head of his 
cock pushed passed the tight ring of muscle, but as he slid 
deeper, she began to worry. Could she really take them both 
at once? Two days ago had been her first experience with 
anal sex. Shit, until a week ago she hadn’t even considered 


what her sex life would be like with three hungry, 
dominating, deliciously intense bear-shifters. Could she 
really keep them all happy? 

Brandon must have sensed her hesitation because he 
started to pull out of her ass. She cried out the word “No” 
before she could hide her fear. She wanted to please them. 
She wanted to be connected to all three at the same time. 

“Shhh, baby girl,” Brandon said as he caressed her spine 
soothingly. “I’m not going anywhere.” She breathed out a 
sigh of relief as he moved her knees higher up Declan’s 
torso and then started to slide back into her ass. “You look 
so beautiful like this, Violet. Your ass is pink and very 
pretty.” She looked over her shoulder at him, tears 
gathering in her eyes as emotion overwhelmed her once 
more. 

Slowly Brandon moved into and out of her ass, each 
thrust less painful, each withdrawal more enjoyable, each 
movement setting off delicious eddies of heat in her belly. 
Soon he was fucking her ass harder, his forceful movements 
pushing her against Declan. Between them they somehow 
lifted her, holding her suspended in the air, Declan pushing 
into her pussy as Brandon pulled out of her ass. Brandon 
would thrust back in and Declan would retreat. Over and 
over they fucked her, finding their rhythm, winding her need 
higher and higher. 

She was shaking, her arms barely able to hold her up, as 
Jayden once again stepped closer and tapped the head of 
his cock against her lips. She needed no more 
encouragement, opening her mouth immediately and 
sucking hard. He groaned as he held her head, no longer 
letting her do the work, thrusting into her mouth, somehow 
finding a rhythm to match his brothers. 

“Just relax, kitten,” Declan said as a hand found her clit 
and pinched hard. 

Relax? Fuck that, she was about to orgasm. 


“Don’t come, baby girl,” Brandon demanded in a voice 
that promised serious retribution if she ignored him this 
time. 

Shit! She nodded her head as best she could, breathing 
deeply through her nose as she tried to relax into their care. 
She closed her eyes, letting them fuck her, letting them 
control her pleasure. And suddenly everything changed. 
These were her men, their entire focus was on making love 
to her. She gasped as the first tremors of her orgasm raced 
up her spine. 

“You nearly there, Jayden?” Brandon asked. 

“Y-Yes,” he answered in a strangled voice. 

“Good, because she’s about to come, and if you don’t get 
your dick out of the way she’s liable to bite it off.” 

“Fuck,” Jayden said on a half laugh as he thrust to the 
back of her throat. “Swallow me, babe.” 

She swallowed around the head of his cock, felt him swell 
in her mouth a moment before he pulled out slightly and 
bathed her tongue with his cum. She sucked hard, claiming 
every last drop, silently congratulating herself on making 
him moan in appreciation. 

But then Declan and Brandon started to move again and 
she was the one moaning. 

Holy crap. 

They fucked her harder, faster, sliding deeper, claiming 
her body, her heart, and then her very soul. She gasped, her 
body shivering, her orgasm so close, her world was about to 
splinter. Her breath jammed in her throat. 

“Come for us, kitten.” 

And then, as if Declan’s words had been the permission 
she'd been waiting for, her orgasm exploded through her. 
She growled, the noise strange, low, coming from deep in 
her throat, as heat snaked through every vein in her body 
and her pussy and ass tightened, holding her men harder, 
caressing them more frantically, claiming their orgasms, 
too. 


Brandon fell forward, his arms shaking with fatigue as he 
held his weight off her back. 

“Holy fuck,” Declan growled as he wrapped his arms 
around her and pulled her closer. Brandon eased his cock 
from her ass, collapsing onto the mattress beside her. 

“I second that,” he said breathlessly. “No wonder fate 
gave us only one mate between us.” 

Mate? It seemed like a strange choice of words, but it 
wasn’t until Declan stiffened underneath her that she 
realized something wasn’t right. 

Gathering her courage, certain that they’d left out a detail 
or two about the whole bear-shifter thing, Violet asked, 
“What’s a mate? And what does fate have to do with it?” 

She’d almost managed to convince herself that she was 
imagining things when Jayden sighed, and lifted her away 
from his brother. “Let’s get cleaned up and the four of us will 
talk.” 

Talk? 

Crap, she really didn’t want to talk. It was obvious that 
they had something to tell her—something they expected 
her not to like—and suddenly talking was the last thing she 
wanted to do. Her hands shook as she pushed herself out of 
Jayden’s embrace. 

“I-I’ll just go...ah...have a shower.” 

She turned and fled the room, ducking into the bathroom 
and locking the door behind her before any of them could 
react. Her hands shook violently as she turned on the taps. 
She stepped into the water flow before it was warm, and the 
cold water still did nothing to calm her panic. 

Damn it. 

Damn it! 

She had no idea what they wanted to talk about. She was 
overreacting. She was being silly. She was just overwhelmed 
by amazing sex and mind-blowing orgasms. Shit, there 
couldn’t be anything wrong. They would have told her. 

But obviously they hadn't. 


They had something they wanted to talk about. 

She glanced at her shaking hands, and blinked several 
times, trying to clear her vision. 

But the massive bear claw didn’t go away. She shook her 
head, her face feeling strange, feeling puffy. She tried to 
turn around in the large shower stall, but bumped into the 
wall. Suddenly the space felt much smaller. 

Disoriented, she looked down at her feet. 

And screamed. 

x KOK OX 

Jayden could feel the anger coming off his brothers in 
waves. They weren’t happy. They hadn’t been happy to 
delay telling her, but Jayden knew how stubborn Violet could 
be. He knew she would react badly to the idea of fate. She’d 
always told him that there was no such thing. She believed 
in making choices in this world, not letting something as 
unreliable as fate to run her life. 

He hadn’t really believed in fate either until the night her 
ex had attacked her and they’d found the brain tumor that 
would have killed her. Worried that Violet would feel her 
choices had been stolen from her, he’d convinced his 
brothers that they had time, and that they shouldn’t tell her 
until she’d had a chance to fall in love with them the human 
way. But of course the stubborn woman had refused their 
offer to pay for her flight, and Declan and Brandon had been 
stuck running the ski lodge hundreds of miles away. It had 
taken way too long to get her here, and now, instead of 
being able to ease her into the idea, time was running out. 

But it was the terrified bear growl that came from the 
bathroom that proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that he’d 
waited too long. 

All three of them ran to the door. Brandon didn’t even 
bother stopping to try and unlock it. He just dropped his 
shoulder into the wood and forced it open. Glass cracked as 
their mate, beautiful in her ginger-colored bear form, 


reacted in fright and bumped into the safety glass of the 
shower stall. 

“Baby girl,” Brandon said, getting closer to a pissed-off 
bear than was advisable in human form. “You are the most 
beautiful she-bear I’ve ever seen.” She growled as he 
moved closer. “Don’t take that tone with me.” Brandon 
stepped even closer, a friendly smile curving his lips as he 
added, “Or I'll spank that pretty ass a lot harder next time.” 

Their beautiful mate dropped her head low, tilting it to the 
side as she seemed to be trying to comprehend his words. 

x OK OK XK 

Did Brandon just threaten to spank her ass? 

Considering that it was now bear-freaking-wide, he had 
his work cut out for him. 

She laughed at the strangeness of it all, giggling harder 
when the noise came out of her bear mouth as a series of 
squeaks and grunts. She was a freaking bear! 

Fuck, could her life get any more ridiculous? 

“Violet,” Jayden said as he, too, stepped closer. “It’s my 
fault we didn’t tell you sooner.” Sooner? How long had she 
been a bear? Or did he mean that they should have warned 
her this could happen? Or, fuck, could having sex with all 
three of them at the same time have caused this? 

She opened her mouth—or was it called a muzzle?—to 
ask her million pressing questions and nearly fell over at the 
noise that came out. She rolled onto her side, the move 
strangely familiar and comforting even though she was 
pretty sure she’d never done anything like that before— 
especially on a cold tile floor. 

Declan didn’t try to talk to her. He just dropped to all 
fours and turned into a bear. He made a grunting, squealing, 
squeaking sort of noise that made her bear-girly parts 
tingle, and then he nuzzled her face with his snout. She 
huffed out a bear version of a sigh and nuzzled him back, 
grunting when she once again forgot that she couldn’t 
actually talk in bear form. 


Shit. 

She was a freaking bear. 

“Okay, baby girl, how about you change back to human 
form, and we'll answer all of your questions,” Brandon said. 
Declan changed back into his two-legged form and nodded 
his head in encouragement. 

She wanted to say yes, but at the last moment 
remembered to nod her head instead. She looked up at 
Brandon’s handsome face. Wow, it felt really weird looking 
at the world from all fours—especially when surrounded by 
naked Delko brothers. She did her funny bear-giggle noise 
again. 

“Come on, baby girl,” Brandon encouraged. “Find a calm, 
sensible—” Did he just tell her to be sensible? She huffed 
what she hoped translated as a bear equivalent of “fuck 
you” and sat on her ass. She let her long tongue fall out of 
her mouth and shook her head. Okay, now that just felt 
funny. 

“Violet,” Brandon tried to reprimand in his bossy tone, but 
he ruined it by laughing. “Fine. Okay. | get it. This is strange 
and unexpected, and we should have told you earlier. But, 
baby girl, l’d really appreciate you turning back into human 
form so that we can discuss this.” 

“Fine,” she grumbled, not even realizing she was 
changing forms until the word actually came out of her 
mouth. “But talk fast because | really think all of you need a 
good ass whooping.” 

Brandon grabbed her hand, hauled her into his embrace, 
and held her while he laughed. Jayden looked really pale, 
and she finally realized what he’d meant earlier when he 
said it was his fault. She held her hand out to him, and he 
stepped closer. 

“Do you think we could maybe head back to the 
bedroom?” Declan asked. “It’s kind of crowded in here.” He 
winked at her, then turned and left the room, confident that 
his brothers would follow. They didn’t disappoint. Brandon 


lifted her into his arms, cuddling her close as they headed 
back into the bedroom. 

He sat her in the middle of the bed, and her men took up 
positions around her. They all seemed to hesitate, probably 
having no idea where to start. She supposed they had good 
reason. She’d run from the “talk” they wanted earlier and 
gone and turned herself into a bear. Considering the wicked 
claws that form brought with it, she could understand why 
they wouldn’t want her to scratch up the mattress. 

“How did | become a bear?” 

“We used our healing abilities on you. Unfortunately, the 
amount of healing you required meant that we had no 
choice but to change you into one of us.” 

“You healed me? When?” 

Jayden grabbed one of her hands and pressed it between 
both of his. “Remember the day Bruce attacked you in our 
apartment?” She nodded. It wasn’t exactly an experience 
she would forget, but it seemed she had obviously missed 
something about that night. “He must have hit you, or 
maybe you bumped your head when he pushed you to the 
ground, but a few moments after we threw Bruce out, you 
collapsed from bleeding in your brain.” 

“We? You were there that night?” she asked Declan and 
Brandon. They both nodded, but left it to Jayden to finish his 
explanation. He seemed to hesitate, so she asked another 
question. “How do you know I was bleeding in my brain?” It 
didn’t make any sense. Didn’t doctors use diagnostic 
medical imaging to find things like that? She had no 
memory of leaving the apartment or of being ill. 

“All bear-shifters are born with a small amount of magic. 
We're not sure exactly how it works.” 

Declan moved closer, wrapping his arm around her waist 
as he sat beside her. “The mythology from some of 
America’s indigenous peoples says that the black bear was 
created by the Great Spirit. Bear-shifters believe that’s 


where the magic comes from. But we can only call on it to 
heal the sick or injured.” 

Violet turned her gaze on Jayden. “If you can do that, why 
are you studying to be a doctor?” 

“The sicker a person is, the higher the amount of magical 
energy required, and well, you already know what happens 
to a person who gets a lot of magical healing.” 

Finally the answer she’d been seeking. “They turn into a 
bear?” she asked with a soft smile. 

Jayden gave her a worried smile. “They turn into a bear- 
shifter, yes.” 

“So what is a mate? Is that just a bear name for 
girlfriend?” 

“Not exactly,” Declan answered, looking a little less 
comfortable than a moment ago. “A mate is a special 
someone that fate chooses for us. She is our perfect 
match.” 

“And I'm this ‘perfect match’ for you three?” They all 
nodded. “So you didn’t want to know me—Violet, the person 
—you’re just following your animal instinct?” She couldn’t 
hide how much that hurt. She’d been falling in love with 
them for months now, and they’d just been following the 
choice fate had made for them. 

“Violet,” Declan said quietly, his voice very serious. “The 
reason we didn’t tell you is that we wanted you to get to 
know us, to fall in love with the men we are, not the bears 
fate chose for you.” He leaned over and caressed a finger 
over her jaw. “Fate may throw us together, but it doesn’t 
guarantee we'll like each other.” 

“I love you, Violet,” Jayden said quietly. “Declan and 
Brandon learned to love you over the Internet. Hell, Declan 
fell for you even before he got to hold you in his arms.” She 
glanced at the two men in question, tears blurring her vision 
as they both confirmed Jayden’s words before he continued. 
“I’ve loved you for over a year, even before | knew you were 


my mate. | can’t regret using our magic to heal your tumor, 
because | never want to live without you.” 

“Tumor?” she practically screamed. “I thought you said | 
was bleeding into my brain.” 

“You were, but if Bruce hadn’t attacked you we may not 
have found the tumor before it was too late.” 

“I should have died?” It was frightening to realize that 
they were telling her the truth. She’d had a headache 
practically the whole week leading up to the attack, but so 
many things had changed afterward that she’d given little 
thought to the absence of pain. 

“No,” Jayden said as he pulled her hand closer and 
pressed it against his heart. “You were meant to live. That 
was the night my brothers came to visit us—their presence 
was unexpected, and even they couldn’t explain why they 
felt the need to be there that night. Fate stepped in and 
made certain that help was there exactly when you needed 
it.” He leaned closer and pressed a kiss to her lips. “Please 
forgive us for not explaining sooner.” 

“Okay,” she said softly. As much as she wanted to be mad 
at them she couldn’t hold on to her anger. It didn’t matter 
that they hadn’t told her. In some ways it just proved how 
well Jayden knew her. If they’d told her sooner, she might 
even have fought against the idea of loving three men— 
stubborn woman that she was. But their motives had been 
pure. And she’d done exactly what they’d hoped—she’d 
fallen in love with them all as men long before she’d learned 
of their shifter status. 

She'd never believed in fate, yet there had certainly been 
an awful lot of coincidences to bring them to this point. Yet, 
She supposed in the end, whatever had brought them 
together was inconsequential. What was important was that 
they loved each other. 

“It’s okay, Jayden,” she reiterated when he still looked 
concerned. “I understand why you didn’t tell me earlier.” 


She laughed quietly. “It just proves how well you do know 
me.” 

“We love you, baby girl,” Brandon said as he pulled her 
into his arms and held on tight. 

As the future that she’d always dreamed of suddenly 
opened out in front of her, Violet sighed her contentment. 
Loving and being loved by three wonderful men was 
everything she’d ever wanted and more than she’d ever 
hoped. 

Nothing could be better than that. 

“I love all three of you,” she said happily, and then 
grinned mischievously as her men breathed a collective sigh 
of relief. “Now, who’s going to teach me to be a badass, 
freaking bear?” 


Epilogue 

“I think you should stay out of the restaurant this week. 
Violet needs her space.” His mother’s words were so 
unexpected that Declan wasn’t quite sure how to react. His 
father had taken some time to come around to liking Violet. 
Of course, actually meeting her had changed their stubborn, 
cranky-bear father’s mind pretty quickly, but his mother had 
loved and accepted Violet from her first day at the lodge. 

“Why?” he asked, having absolutely no clue as to why his 
mother would advise staying away from the woman he 
loved. He always dropped in during the day. It was one of 
the perks of working in the office. 

“Because, my _ very-intelligent-but-dumb-ass-when-it- 
comes-to-women son, it’s mating season.” 

Declan tried to hide his grin. Yeah, he knew it was mating 
season—oh, wow did he know it was mating season—but 
that wasn’t exactly something he wanted to discuss with his 
mom. 

“So?” he asked, trying to sound casual. 

“So,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “Sows tend to get a 
little cranky this time of year.” 

“Oh,” he said, still not understanding his mother’s 
reasoning. Violet had been cranky before. It wasn’t like she 
was going to rip someone’s arms off. She’d practiced all 
spring to control her bear side. But then he heard the loud 
crash of plates and a low growl come from the kitchen, and 
he wondered if his mother was right. 

“Thanks, Mom,” he said as he rushed past her and into 
the disaster zone. He met Jayden—who’d managed to 
wrangle two weeks off from the hospital—and Brandon on 
the way through the door. Plates and cutlery were scattered 
everywhere. 

Violet glanced up from her position on the floor, and 
scowled at all three of them. “What do you want?” 


“Are you Okay?” 

“Of course I’m okay,” she said in a grumpy voice. 

And then, as if a lightbulb suddenly switched on in his 
brain, the meaning of his mother’s words came to him. 

“Are you pregnant?” 

“Of course | am,” she said with just as much grumpiness. 
“What else did you expect during mating season?” 

“You're having our cubs?” Brandon grinned as she nodded 
shyly. “Baby girl,” he said in a voice so filled with emotion 
that Declan might have been embarrassed to witness it if he 
hadn’t felt exactly the same way. Brandon leaned over the 
mess, grabbed their mate by her hips, and moved her to 
stand in the middle of them. 

“You're happy?” she asked all three of them, and Declan 
nodded enthusiastically. His brothers did the same. Between 
the four of them they’d decided to let nature take its course, 
so it wasn’t like they hadn’t planned it. “Really?” she asked, 
sounding excited now. “I didn’t expect it to happen so 
soon.” 

“Violet,” Jayden said, pressing a kiss to her lips. “I can’t 
think of anything we want more than to have children 
together and spend the rest of our lives loving you and our 
cubs.” 

She smiled then, and Declan felt his worry melt away. 

He had a wife who loved him, brothers he respected, a 
family who cared, and now cubs on the way. 

Life simply couldn’t be more perfect than that. 


THE END 
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